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T is obfcrvable,, that difcourfes prefixed to poetry art 

contrived' very frequently to inculcate fuch tenets a« 
niay exhibit the performance to the greateft advan- 
tage. The fabric is very commonly raifed in the firjt 
place, and the meafures, by which we are to judge o( 
its merit, are afterwards adjufted. 

There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the ftruc"hire of elegiac poetry ; and far be it 
from the author of the following trifles to digtiifyhis 
•own opinions with that denominatUfu He would only 
intimate the great variety of Jubje&s, and the dhrenwt 
Jlyiit in which the writers of elegy have hitherto in* 
bulged themfelves, and endeavour to fhield the follow* 
ing ones by the latitude of their example. • " 

If we confider the etymology * of the wstrd, the 

■epithet which f Horace gives it, or the ccotfeffion 

B 2 wkkh 

* i-Xrytir, g particulam dolendi* 

t " Miftrabiles elegos/* * ' Hon. 



4 A PREFATORY ESSAY 

which * Ovid makes concerning it, I think, we may con- 
d$di thus much however ; that elegy ^ in its true and 
genuine acceptation, inekdes a tender and querulous 
idea: thatit4ooks upon this as its peculiar character- 
ise, and To longas this is throughly fuftained, admits 
of a variety of fubjc&s ; whicli, by its manner of treat- 
ing them, it rendervits own. It throws its melancholy 
Jlole over pretty different objects j which, like thedreffes 
at a funeral proceflion, gives them all a kind of folemn 
and uniform appearance. 

It is probable that elegies were written at firfl upon 
the death of intimate friends and near relations 5 celebrated 
heauties, or favuuriU miftrtjfes ; beneficent govemorr r VLnd 
illuflrious men : one may add perhaps, of all thdfe, who 
are placed by Virgil in the laurel-grove of his Elyfium. 
(See Hurd's Differtation on Horace's Epiftle.) 

«* Quique fui memores alios fecere merendo." 

After thefe fubjecls were fufficiently exhaufted, and 
the feverity of fate difplayed in the raoft affecting in- 
ftances, the poets fought occafion to vary their com- 
plaints $ and the next tender fpecies of forrow that pre- 
fentcd itfelf, was the .grief of abfent or negleQed lovers. 
And this indulgence might be indeed allowed them j 
but with this they were not contented. They had ob- 
tained a fmall corner in the province of love, and they 
took/ advantage, from thence, to over-run the whole 

territory. 

* « Heunimis ex vero nunc tibi nomen erit." 

Ovid, de Motto TihulH. 
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territory. They fung its fpoils, triumphs, ovations, 
and rejoicings *, as well as the captivity and exequie* 
that attended it. They gave the name of elegy to theiy 
pleafantries as well as lamentations; till at laft, 
through their abundant fondnefs for the myrtle, they 
forgot that the cyprefs was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the origi- 
nal defign of elegy j and it mould feem, that any 
kind of liibje&s, treated in fuch a manner as to diffufe 
a pleafing melancholy, might far better deferve the 
fame, than the facetious mirth and libertine feilivity 
of the fuccefsful votaries of love. 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may feem perhaps introduced to favour the following 
performance* it may not be improper to examine into 
the ufe and end of elegy. The moft important end of 
«tf poetry i3 to encqurage virtue. Epic and tragedy 
chiefly recommend the public virtues 5 elegy is of a fpectes 
which illuftrates and endears the private. There 
is a truly virtuous pleafure conne&ed with many pen<- 
five contemplations, which it is the province aad ex^ 
cellency of elegy to enforce. This, by prefeitfing 
foitaWe ideas, has difcovered fweets in melancholy which 
we could not find in mirth j and has led us with fuc- 
cefs to the dufty urn, when we could draw no pleafure 
from the fparkling bowl j as paftoral conveys an idea 
•f fimpticity and innocence, ft is in particular the talk 
*nd merit of elegy to (hew the innocence and fimpli- 

* "Dititclo Paean, & Io bis diclte P«axu^ • Onvd 



« A PREFATORY ESSAY 
city of rural life to advantage : and that, in 
3iftin& from paflcrat, as much as the plain 1 
dicious landlord may be imagined to furpafs his 
both in dignity and underfiand'tng. It mould a! 
to elevate the more tranquil virtues of humility, , 
gjfednefi, Jiwplictty 9 and innocence : but then th< 
degree of elegance and refinement, no way incc 
With thefe rural virtues $ and that raifes elep 
that tnerum rus, that unpolijbed rufticity, whi 
given our pafloral writers their higheft reputatic 

Wealth and fplendor will never want their 
■weight : the danger is, left they mould too mu 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which 
its chief influence into the other fcale, that m 
the fweets of liberty and independence, that end 
honeft delights of love, and friendship, that celebr 
glory of a good name after death, that ridicu 
Futile arrogance of birth, that recommends the ii 
amufement of letters, and infenfibly prepares tl 
for that humanity it inculcates^ fucb a kind of 
may chance to pleafe 5 and if it pleafe, mould 
be. of fervice. 

As to thejlyle of elegy, it may be well enou 
termined from what has gone before. It fhou 
tate the voice and language of grief, or if a ra 
of drefs be more agreeable, it mould be firaj 
diffufe, and flowing as a mourner's veil. A v< 
tion therefore is defirable, which, by indulging 
and unconftrained expreflion, may admit of th 
pliclty which elegy requires, 

. 4 
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Hferoic metre, with alternate rh^me, feems wetf 
•nough adapted to this fpecies of poetry j and, however. 
exceptionable upon other occasions, its inconvenienritt 
appear to lofe their weight in florin elegies ; and it* 
advantages feem to ac quirt an additional importance*. 
The world has an admirable example of its beauty ia» 
a collection of elegies nat long iince publi/btdj the prd- 
du& of a gentleman * of the moft exa& tafte, and. 
whole untimely death merits all the tears that elegy 
can ihed. 

It is not impoffible that fome may think this metre 
too lax and profaic : others, that even a more dinoluta 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advantages*. 
And,, in favour of thefe laft, might be produced the 
example of Milton in his Lycidas, together with one 
pr two recent and beautiful imitations of his vernV 
fication in that monody. But this kind of argu* 
ment, I am apt to think, mull prove, too much j . fince 
the writers I have in view feem capable enough of 
recommending any metre they mall chufe j though it 
muft be owned alfo, that the choice tbty make of any, 
«s at the fame time the ftrongeft prefumption in its, 
favour. 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to compromift 
the difpute. There is no one kind of metre that is dif- 
tiuguifhed by rhymes, but is liable to fome objection 
or other. Heroic verfe* where every fecond line is 
terminated by a rhyme, (with which the judgment re- 
B 4 quires 

* Mr. Hammond. 



1 A PREFATORY ESSAY 
quires that the fenft would in fome meafure alfo 
mjnate) is apt to render tlie expreflion either (3 
•r conftrained. And this is fometimes obferval 
the writings of a poet lately deceafed ; though I b 
no one ever threw To much fenfe together with fo : 
cafe into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But, as an i 
eonftraint too often accompanies this metre, it 
by no means proper for a writer of de^y. 

The previous rhyme in Milton's Lycidas is ver 
quently placed at fuch a diftance from tlie folio* 
that it is often dropt by the memory (much 
employed in attending to the fentiment) before 
brought to join its partner : and this feems to I 
greateil objection to that kind of veriification. Bu 
the peculiar eafe and variety it admits of, are no 
fufficient to overbalance the objection, and to "j 
the preference to any other, in an elegy of length. 

The chief exception to which fianxa of all 
is liable, is, that it breaks the fenfe too regi 
when it is continued through a long poem, 
this may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller 
cellent panegyric. But if this fault be lefs diice 
in fmaller compofitions, as I fuppofe it is, I 
myfelf, that the advantages I have before men 
refulting from alternate rhyme (with which ftan 
I think, connected) may, at leaft in /barter elegi 
allowed to outweigh its imperfections. 

I fliall fay but little of the different kinds of 
The melancholy of a lover is different, no < 
from what we feel on other mixed occauons. 
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mind in which love and grief at once predomi- 
nate, is foftened to an exeefs. Love-elegy therefore is 
more negligent of order and defign, and being ad- 
dreffed chiefly to the ladies, requires little more than 
tendernefs and perfpicuity. Elegies, that are formed 
upon promifcuous incidents, and addreffed to the world 
in general, inculcate fome fort of moral, and admit a 
different degree of reafoning, thought, and' ardour^ 

The author of the following elegies entered on hit 
fubjefcls occcfionally , as particular incidents in lift f*g- 
gtfiedy or difpofitions of mind recommended them to 
his choice. If he defcribes a rural Iandflcip,.or unfolds 
the traia of fentiments it infpired, he fairly drew his 
picture from the fpot ; and felt very fenfibly the affec- 
tion he communicates. If he fpeaks of his humble 
flied, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not counter- 
feit the fecne 5 who having (whether through choice or 
neceflity, is not material) retired betimes to country- 
folitudcs, and fought his happinefs in rural employ- 
ments, has a right toconiider himfelf as a real (hepherd. 
The flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are bis 
wwr, and the embcllifhment of his farm his fole amufe* 
ment. As the fentiments therefore were infpired by 
nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes 
they will retain a natural appearance 5 dlfrufing at leaft 
fome part of thatamufement, which he freely acknow- 
leges he received from the competition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconfiftency in 
the moral tenor of the feveral elegies j and the fub- 
fequent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 

Drecedin£x 
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preceding. The reader will fcarcely impute this 
overfight j but will allow, that men's opinions as \ 
as tempers vary ; that neither public nor private, a£ 
nor fpeculative life, are unexecptionably happy, 
fonfequently that any change of opinion concerr 
them may afford an additional beauty ro poetry, : 
gives us a more ftriking reprefentation of life^. 

If the author lias hazarded, throughout, the ui 
Englifh or modern allufions, he hopes it will noi 
imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the /i/^dileftc 
of the ancient learning. He has kept the anc 
plan and method in his eye, though he builds his 
ffce with the materials of his own nation. In o 
words, through a fondnefs for his native country 
has made ufe of the flowers it .produced, though 
order to exhibit them to the greater advantage, he 
endeavoured to weave his garland by the beft niodt 
could find : with what fuccefs, beyond his own am 
incnt, muft be left to judges lefs partial to 
tjian either his acquaintance or his friends. — If an 
thofe mould be fo candid, as to approve die variet 
fubjecls he has chofen, and the tendemefs of fentir 
he has endeavoured to iraprefs, he begs the metre 
may not be too fuddenly condemned. The public 
habituated of late to a quicker meafure, may per! 
confider this as heavy and languid ; but an objeclio 
that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this r 
fyre fliould be allowed to fuit the nature of eleg 
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If it fhottld happen to be eonfidered as an obje& 
with others, that there is too much of a moral caft. 
difrufed through the whole y it is replied, that he endea- 
voured to animate the poetry fo far as not to render 
this objection too obvious ; or to rifque excluding the 
faihionable reader: at the fame time never deviating 
from a fixed principle, that poetry without morality it 
but the blojfom of a fruit- tree. Poetry is indeed like 
that fpecies of plants,, which may bear at once both fruit* 
and bloflbms ; and the tree is by no means in perfection 
without the former, however it may be. embellilhed by 
the flowers which furround it*. 
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I L E G I E S. 

ELEGY I. 

■rives at his retirement in the country, and 
es occatlon to expatiate in praife of fimpli- 
. To a F R i E N D. 

)R rural virtues, and for native ikies, 
I bade Auguila's venal fons farewell j 
'mid the tre?s, I fee my fmokc arifc ; 
>w hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 
ly that genius, which fecures my reft, 
efcrve this villa for a friend that 's dear! 
* may my vintage glad the fordid breaft \ 
I'er tinge the lip that dares tslmfincere ! 
r rom thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart! 
y my plain board, aWior my hoftile name ! 
e ! the faint vcrfe that flows net from the heart* 
t mourns in laboured drains, the price of fame t 

rM fimplicity, be thine the prize ! 
idlduous art correct her page in vain ! 
>e the palm who, guiltlefs of difguife, 
>ntemns the power, the dull refource to &ign I 
may the mourner, lavifh of his tears 
•r lucre's venal meed, invite my fcom ! 
may the bard diflTembling doubts and fears, 
>r praife, for flattery fighing, figh fortoro ! 
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ELEGY II. 

^3n pofthumous reputation. To a Friend. 

/~\ G R IE F of griefs ! that envy's frantic it* 
^ Should rob the living virtue of ifs praife $ 
O foolifh Mufes ! that with zeal infpire 

To deck the cold infenfate fhrine with bays ! 
When the free fpirit quits her humble frame, 

To tread the Ikies with radiant garlands crown'd, 
Say, will me hear the diftant voiee of fame ? 

6^Miearing, fancy fweerrtefs in the found ? 
Perhaps eVn genius pours a (lighted lay ;• 

Perhaps ev'n friendship meds a fruitlefs tear; 
Ev'n Lyttelton but vainly trims the bay, j 

And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bier. 
Though weeping virgins haunt his favour'd urn, 

Renew their chaplets, and repeat, threir fighs j 
Though near his tomb, S abac an odours bum, 

The loitering fragrance will it reach the ikies i 
No, mould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain 5 " . 
Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown 1 d his pleafures, and difpcll'd his pain* 
Yes — the fair profpett of furviving praife r 

Can every ienfe of preterit joys excel -. 
For this, great Hadrian chofe laborious days 5 

Through this, expiring, bade a gay farcwel. * 
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Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric raifc* 

To life's precarious date confine their care ? 
O teach them you, to fpread the facred bafe, 
• To plan a work, through lateft ages fair, ! 

Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 

You trace the itory of each Attic fage, 
To think your blooming praife fliall time defy ? 

Shall waft like odours through the pleating page ? 
To mark the day, when through the bulky tome, 

Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 
And readers call their loft attention home, 

Led by that index where true genius minet? 
Ah let not Britons doubt thejr focial aim, 

Whofe ardent bolbnf catch this ancient fire ! 
Cold intereit melts before the vivid flame, 
..And patriot ardours, but with life, expire! 

ELEGY III. 

On the untimely death of a certain learned 
acquaintance. 

T F proud Pygmalion quit "his cumbrous frame, 
**' Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies j 
Whil/fc heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo ! here the brave and the puiflant lies. 
When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends, 

Pageant nor plume diftinguifh Alcon' s bier$ 
The faithful Mufe with votive fong attends, 
^^^tad blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 

^1 
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ie little knew the fly penurious art j 
That odious art which fortune's favourites know; 
7 orm'd to beftow, he felt the warmeft heart, 
But envious Fate forbade him to beftow. 

He little knew to ward the fecret wound j 
He little knew that mortals could enfnare ; 

Virtue he knew j die nobleft joy he found, 
T-o fing her glories, and to paint her fair ! 

Ill was he (kill'd to guide his wandering flieep 3 

And unforefeen difafter thinned his fold j 
Yet at another's lofs the Twain would weep ; 

And, for his friend, his very crook were fold. 
Ye fons of wealth ! protect the Mufe's train ; 

From winds protect them, and with food fupply ; 
Ah ! helplefs they, to ward the threatened painT 

The meagre famine, and the wintery iky r 
He lov'd a nymph : amidft his (lender ftore, 

He dar'd to love ; ancf Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky (horc, 

They -only echoed o'er the winding ftream j 
His nymph was fair ! die fweeteft bud that blow* 

Revives lefs lovely from the recent fliower 5 
: So Philomel enamour'd eyes the rofe ; 

Sweet bird ! enamourM of the fweeteft flower ! 
He lov'd the Mufe ; (he taught him to complain ; 

He law his timorous loves on her depend 5 
He lov'd the Mufe ; although (he taught in vain ; 

He lov'd the Mufe, for (he was virtue's friend. 
C $ 
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But you fecure ihall pour your fad complaint. 
Nop dread the meagre phantoms wan array j 

What none but fear's officious hand can paint, 
What none, but fopefftition'g eye, furvey. 

.The glimmering twilight and the doubtftil chtww 

Shalt iee your ftep to theft fed feenes return : 
Conftant, as cryftal dews impearr the lawn j 

Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia's urn ! * 
• Sure nbught unhallow'd (hall prefurae to ftray 
Where fleep the rcliques of that virtuous maid : 
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way, 
'* Where foft Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 
Haply thy Mufe, as with unceafmg fighs 

She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd, 
May fee light groups of pleating vifions rife 5 
. And phantoms glide> but of celeftial kind. - ' 
There fame, her clarion pendant at her fide, "' 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia's made ; 
" Why has fuch worth, without diftin&ion, dyM, 
" Why, like the defert's lily, bloom'd to. fade ?" 

Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign, 

Shall unmolefted breathe her fofteft figh : •' 
And candour with unwonted warmth complain, 

And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
Then elegance, with coy judicious hand, 

Shall cull frefh fiowrets for Ophelia's tomb : •" 
And beauty chide th* Fates' fevere command, 

That ihew'd die frailty of fo fair a bloom ! 

C a'*" ' And 
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And. fancy then, with wild ungovern ? d woe, * 

Shall her lov'd pupil's native tafte explain.; 
For. mournful fable all her hues forego, 

And aflc fweet folace of the Mufe in vain ! 
Ah, gentle forms, expeft no fond relief 5 

Too much the facred Nine their lofs deplore:: 
Well may ye.grieve, nor find an end of grief— 

Your Jbeft, your brighteft favourite is no more. 

ELEGY V. 
He compares the turbulence of love with th 
tranquillity. of friendship. ToMelissa hi 
Friend. 

l^ROM love, from angry love's inclement reigi 

I pafs a while to friendfliip's equal fkies ; . 
Thou, generous maid, reliev'ft my partial pain, 

And chear'ft the vi&im of another's eyes. 
Tis thou, Melifla, thou deferv'ft my care : 

How can my will and reafon difagree ? 
How can my paflion live beneath defpair.f 

How can my bofom ligh for aught but thee'? 
Ah dear Melifla I pleas'd with thee to rove, 

My foul has yet furviv'd its drearieft time ; 
111 can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a pleating, but a various clime ! 
So finiles immortal Maro's favourite more, 

Parthenope, with every verdure crown'd I 
When ftrait Vefuvio's horrid cauldrons roar, 

And the dry vapour blafts the rt£vro& wkgA* 
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Oh blifsful regions ! oh unrivaTd plains ? 

When Maro to thefe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurft domains ! 

When Pliny, 'mid fulphureous clouds, expir'd ! 
So {miles the furface of the treacherous main, 

Ast^'er its -waves the peaceful halcyons play; 
When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 

And fky and ocean mingle in the fray. 
But let or air contend, or ocean rave ; 

Ev'n hope fubfide amid tflfe billows toft ; 
Hope, ftill emergent, ftill contemns the wave, 

And not a feature's wonted (mile is loft. 

EL EG Y VI. 

To a lady on the language of birds. 

pOME then, Diorie, let us range the grove, 
The fcience of the feather'd choirs explore : 
Hear linnets argue, larks defcant of love, 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 
My ddubt fubfides— 'tis nd Italian fong, 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 
Ah ! wh6, that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 

Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree ? 
And come, my Mufe ! that lov'ft the fylvan (hade 5 

Evolve the mazes, and the mlft difpel : 
Tranflate the fong 5 convince my doubting maid, 

No ibiemn dervife can can explain fo well.— 

C 3 'tae&lt. 
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Penfive beneath the twilight (hades I fate, 

The flave of hopelefs vowa, and cold difflajn ! 
When Philomel addrefs'd his mournful mate, < 

And thus I conftrued the mellifluent fbrain. 
*' Sing on, my bird— the liquid notes prolong, 

At every note a lover (heds his tear ; 
$ing on, my bird-- 'tis Damon hears thy fong $ 

Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hear. 
He the fad fouree of our complaining knows $ 

A foe to Tereus,%nd to lawlefs love ! 
He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes 5 

Ah could our muiic his complaints remove \ 
Yon' plains are govern'd by a peerlefs maid j 

And fee pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted fky, 
A train of lovers court the checquer'd (hade, 5 

Sing oh, my bird, and hear thy mate's reply. 
£rewhile no ihepherd to thefe woods retir'd $ 

No lover bleft the glow-worm's pallid ray : 
But ill-ftar'd birds, that liftening not admir'd, 

Or liftening envy'd our fuperior lay. 
Chear'd by the fun, the vaflals of his power, 

Let fuch by day unite their jarring ftrains ! 
But let us chufe the <alm, the filent hour, 

Nor want fit audience while Dione reigns." 
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E L E Y VII. 
• He defcribes his vifitu to an acquaintance* 

4t Caetera per terras omnes animatia," &c. Virg. 

r\ N diilant heaths, beneath autumnal fkies^ 
Penfive I law the circling (hades defcend $ 
Weaiy ami faint I heard the ftorm arife, 

While. the fun vaniflTd like a faitlilefs friend. 
No kind companion led my fteps aright j 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering ray j 
JE?*n.the lone cot refus'dits wonted light, 

Where toil in peaceful (lumber clos'd the day. 
Then the dull bell had given a pleating found ; 

The village cur 'twere tranfport then to hear j 
In dreadful filence all was huuVd around, 

While the rude ftorra alone diitrefs'd mine ear. 
As led by Orwell's winding banks I ftray'd, 

Where towering Wolfey breath'd his native air $ 
A fudden luftre chas'd the flitting made, 

The founding winds were hufli'd, and all was fair. 
Inftant a grateful form appear' d confeft 5 

White were his locks with awful fcarlet crown'd, 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem'd his veft, * 

That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 
• f< Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain, 

Benighted, lonefome, whither would* ft thouftrayf 
Does wealth or power thy weary ftep coirftrain ? 

Reveal thy wHh, and let me point the way. 

C 4 ^*\ 
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For know I trod the trophy'd paths of power + 
Felt every joy that fair ambition brings j 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower* 
To ftand beneath the canopies of kings. . 

J bade low hinds the towering ardour (hare j 
Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone : 

I fnatch'd the fhepherd from his fleecy care, 
And bade his wholefome dictate guard the thrc 

Low at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw 5 
I faw proud empires my decifion wait j 

My will was duty, and my word was law, 
My fmile was tranfport, and my frown was fa 

Ah me 1 faid I, nor power I feek, nor gain 5 

Nor urg'd by hope of fame thefe toils endure 5 
A fimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 

And, from his friend's condolance, hopes a c 
He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam, 

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ; 
Yet for his fake I leave my diftant home, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defen< 

Beneath that home I fcorn die wintry wind ; 

The fpring, to fliade me, robes her faireft tre< 
And if a friend my grafs-grown threftiold iind, 

how my lonely cot refounds with glee ! 
Yet, though averfe to gold in heaps amafs'd, 

1 wiih to blefs, I languiih to bcftow 5 

And though no friend to fame's obftreperous bl 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 
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Too proud with fcrvile tone to deign addrefs ; . 

Too mean to think .that honours are my due, , 
Yet mould fome patron yield my ftores to blefs., 

I Aire ihould -deem, my boundlefs thanks were few. . 

But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor's fire, 

Shot' ft blazing forth ; difdaining dull degrees $ 
Should I to wealth, to fame, to power afpire, 

Muft I not pafs more rugged paths than the&£ 
Muft I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcorn, and him I love betray ? 
Does not felonious envy bar the. road ? 

Or faifehood's treacherous fbotbeiet the way? 

Say ftfould I pafs through 1 favour** crowded gate, 
Muft not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 

Whilft I 'approach the glittering fcenes of ftate, . 
My beft companion no admittance find ? 

Nurs'd in the ihades by freedom's lenient care, 

Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 
Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

To fpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 
And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes, 

And when it leaves me no unfhaken friend. 
Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend ? 
Oh ! if thefe ills the price of power advance, 

Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite ! 
The troubled vifion caft a mournful glance, 

And fighing vaniih'd in the ihades of night. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY VIIL 

He defcribes his early love of poetry, and i 
confequences. To Mr. Graves, 1745.. p . 

Written after the death of Mr. Popb. 

A H me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 
*^ What mutter'd fpell retards their late increase 
Such leflening fleeces mud the fwain behold, 
That e'er with Doric pipe eflays to pleafe. 

I law my friends in evening circles meet $ 

I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay j 
I heard them fay my vocal reed was Tweet 1 

Ah fool ! to credit what I heard them fey ! 
Ill-fated bard ! that feeks his (kill to (how, 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear! 
Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 

To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to fear. 
Nor could my Graves miilake the critic's laws, 

Till pious friendship mark'd the pleafmg way : 
Welcome fuch error ! ever bleft the caufe ! 

Ev'n though it led me bcundlcis leagues aftrayl 

CouMft thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame 

On liftening CherwelTs ofier banks reclined ? 
'While, foe to fortune, unfeduc'd by fame, 
I footh'd the bias of a carelefs mind. 

Youtl 
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Youth's gentle kindred, health and love were met? 

What though in Alma's guardian arms I play'd ? 
How (hall the Mufe thofe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid ? 
Thou know' ft how tranfport thrills the tender breaft, 

Where love and fancy fix their opening reign j 
How nature ihines in livelier colours dreft, 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train. 
So firft when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen, 

And favoured Rhodes beheld their paflion crown\{, 
Unufual flowers enrich'd die painted green ; 

And fwift fpontaneous rofes blufh'd around. 
Now fiuHy lorn, from Twitnam's widow'd bower, 

The drooping Mufes take their cafual way 5 
And where they flop, a flood of tears they pour ; 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 
Where is the dappled pink, the fprightly rofe? 

The cowflip's golden cup no more I fee : 
Bark and difcolour'd every flower that blows. 

To form the garland, Elegy ! for thee !— 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead j 

Ah might we now the pious rage controul $ 
Hufh'd be my grief ere every fmile be fled, 

Ere the deep fwelling figh fubvert the foul! 
If near (brae trophy fpring a (tripling bay, 

Pkas'd we behold the graceful umbrage rife ; 
But foon too deep it works its baneful way, 

And, low on earth, the proftrate ruin lies, 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY IX. 
He defcribes his difintereftednefs to a friend. 

T NE'ER muft tinge my lip with Celtic wine*; 

The pomp of India muft I ne'er difpjay ; 
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines, 

Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day. 
Down yonder brook my cryftal beverage flows ; . 

My grateful fheep their annual fleeces bring j 
Fair in my garden buds the damaflc rofe, 

And, from my grove, I hear the throttle fing. 
My fellow fwains ! avert your dazzled eyes $ 

In vain allur'd by glittering fpoils they rove, 
The fates ne'er meant them for the (hepherdjs prize 

Yet gave them ample recompence in love. 
Tlxey gave you vigour from your parent's veins $ 

They gave you toils ; but toils your (inews brace 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous pain 

And (hades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 

See ! poiifh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind I 
To fing foft carrols to your lovely dames, 

See vocal grots, and echoing vales afiign'd ! 
Would'ft thou, my Strephon, love's delighted (lave 

Though Aire the wreaths of chivalry to (hare. 
Forego the ribbon tby Matilda gave, 

And, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear? 
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•III fare my peace, but every idle toy, 

If to my mind my Delia's form it brings, 
Has truer worth, imparts fincerer joy, 

Than all that bears the radiant (lamp of kings. 
my foul weeps, my breaft with anguifh bleeds, 

When, love deplores .the tyrant power of gain ! 
Detaining riches as die futile weeds, 

I rife ftiperior, and the rich cGfdain. 

X)ft from the ftream, flow wandering down the glade* 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound j 

" Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid, 
" And fome fond. lover fickens at the found. " 

Not Somervile, the Mufe's friend of old, 

Though now exalted to yon ambient Iky, 
Sofhun'd a foul diftain'd with earth and gold, 

Solov'd the pure, the generous breaft, as I. 
■ScornM be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 

His loves, his friendfhips, ev*n liis felf, refigns j 
Perverts the facred inftinft of "his foul, 

And to a ducate's dirty fphere confines. 
Outcome, my friend, with tafte, with fcience bleft, 

Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure; 
Reftore thy dear idea to my breaft, 

The rich depofit fliall the fhrine fecure. 

let others toil to gain the fordid ore, 
The charms of independence let us flng ; 

Bleft with thy friendship, can I with for more ? , 
I "11 fpurn the boafted wealth of Lydia's king. 



1 
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ELEGY X. 

To Fortune; fuggefting his m#ti 
repining at her difpenfations, 

A S Knot the caufe, why this rebellious 
Loads with frefli curfes thy detefted ft 
Aik not, thus branded in my fofteft fong, 

Why ftands the flatter'd name, which all 
. Tis not, that in my fhed I lurk, forlorn, 

Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife j 

. Tliat, on this bread, no mimic ftar is born 

ReverM, ah ! more than thofe that light 

'Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graa 

. And, all inglorious, in the lonefome made 

My finger ftiffens, and my voice decays. 

Not, that my fancy mourns thy ftern comr 

When many an embryo dome is loft in ai 

While guardian prudence checks my eager 

And, ere the turf is broken, cries, " F 

' " Forbear, vain youth! be cautious, weigh 

" Nor let yon rifing column more afpire 

" Ah ! better dwell in ruins, than behold 

" Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy don 

4t Honorio built, but darM my raws defy 3 

" He planted, fcornfol of my fage conn 

4t The peach's vernal bud regal'd his eye j 

** The fruitage ripen'd for mot* frugal I 
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See the fiwall ftream that pours- its murmuring tide 

O'er fame rough rock that would its wealth difplayy 
Displays it aught but penury and pride ? 

Ah ! conftrue wifely what Aich murmurs fay. 
" How would fome flood, with ampler treasures bleft, 

Difdaktful View the fcantling drops diftil ! 
How nroft * Velino (hake his reedy creft ! 

How every cygnet mock the boaftive rill I- 
Fortane, I yield ! and fee, I give the fign j 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home,; 
Collects the fquare, tlie level, and the line, 

And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome^ 

Yes, I can patient view the fhadelefs plains ; 

Can unrepinmg leave: the rifmg wall : 
Check the fond love of art that nVd my vein6, 

«* And my warm hopes, in full r purfuit, recall. 
Defcend, ye ftorms ! tlellroy my rifmg pilej 

Loos' d be the whirlwind's unremitting fwayj 
Contented I, although the gazer fmile 

To fee it fcarce furvive a winter's day. 

Let fome dull dotard balk in thy gay mrine, 

As in the fun regales his wanton herd ; 
Guiltlefs of envy, why mould I repine, 

That his rude voice, his grating reed, 's, prefer' d } 
Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply'd, 

Mine and the fwain's relu&ant homage fhare j 
But ah ! his tawdry fhepherdefs's pride, 

Gods ! mui my Delia, muft my Delia bear ? 

Let 
• A river in Italy. 
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Muft Delia's feftnefs, elegance, and eafe, 

Submit to Marian's drefs ? to Marian's gc 
Muft Marian's robe from diftant India r pleafi 

The fimple fleece my Delia Vlimbs enfold 
" Yet fure on Delia feems the ruflet fair; 

" Ye glittering daughters of difguife, adi 
So talk the wife, who judge of fliape and ah 

But will the rural thane decide fo true ? 
Ah ! what is native worth efteem'd of clowi 

'Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune ! thine the 
'Tis for my Delia's fake I dread thy frowns 

And my laft gafp mall curfes breath on th 

"E L E G Y XI. 

<He* complains how foon the pleating noi 
life is over. To Mr. Jago. 

A H me, my friend ! it will not, will no 
* This fairy-fcene, that cheats our youth: 
The charm diffolves ; th' aerial mufic 's paft 

The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 
Where are the fplendid forms, the rich peri 

Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious 
Vanifh'd the coftly pearls, the crimfon plun 

And we, delighdefs, left to wander 'horn 
Vain now are books, the fage's wifdom vail 

What has the world to bribe our fteps afi 
Ere reafon learns by ftudyM laws to reign, 

The areaken'd paflions/ felf-fubdued, ob 
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Scarce has the fun feven annual courfes roll'd, 

Scarce (hewn the whole tliat fortune can fupply j 
Since, not the miier fo carefsM his gold, 

As I, for what it gave, was heard to figh. 
On the world's ftage I wifh'd fome fprightly part $ 

To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace ! 
Twas life, 'twas tafte, and— oh my foolifh heart; 

Subftantial joy was nVd in power and place. 
And you, ye works of art i allur'd mine eye, 

The breathing picture, and the living ftone r 
" Though gold, though fplendour, heaven and fate 
«' deny, 

" Yet might I call one Titian ftroke my own P* 
Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil, 

Tne wreath, the garland, fire the poet's pride,' 
I trimM my lamp, confum'd the midnight oil — 

But foon the paths of health and fame divide ! ' 
Oft too I pray'd, 'twas nature form'd the prayer, 

To grace my native fcenes, myforal home ; 
To fee my trees exprefs their planter's care, 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 
But now 'tis o'er, the dear delufion 's o'er ! 

A ftagnant breezelefs air becalms my foul : 
A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

I fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 
O youth ! enchanting ftate, profufely bleft I 

Blifs ey'n obtrufive courts the frolic mind j 
Of health neglectful, yet by health cared $ 
. Carelefs bf favour, yet fecure to find. 

D Tta* 
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Ah me ! too fwiftly fleets our vernal (doom I 
Loft to oar wonted friendship, loft to joy f , 

Soon may thy breaft the cordial wifh refume, 
Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deftroy. 

Say, were it ours, by fortune's wild command 

By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 
Would'ft thou rejecT: thy Damon's plighted ha; 

Would' ft thou with fcorn thy once-lov'd frier 
own? 
Life is that ftranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim 
Launch'd in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time. 

Shall dark fufpicion quench the generous & 
.Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold 

See fadly fever'd by the laws of chance ! 
Myriads, in time's perennial lift enroll'd, 

Forbid by fate to change one transient glan 

But we have met— where ills of every form, 

Where paflions rage, and hurricanes defcei 
Say, mail we nurfe the rage, aifift the ftorm ? 

And guide them to the bofom— of a frienc 
Yes, we have met—through rapine, fraud, and 

Might our Joint aid the paths of peace exp 
r •■ Why leave thy friend amid the boifterous thrc 

Ere death divide us, and we part no more i 

For oh I pale flckneft warns thy friend away 
For me no more the vernal rofes bloom I 

I fee ftern fate his ebon wand difplay j 
And point the withered regions of the ton 
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Then the keen anguiih from thine eye (hall ftar^ 
Sad as thou follow*/* my untimely bier j 

*' Fool that I was— if friends fo foon muft part, 
** To let fufpicion intermix a fear.** • 

ELEGY XIV. 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries, 
betakes occafion to intimate the advantages 
of his own. 

To Lord Temple* 

TIT H IX E others, loft to friendihip, loft to love, 

* * Wafte their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand, 
Be*mine, with Britifti nymph or fwain to rove, 

And court the genius of my native land. 
Deluded youth ! that quits thefe verdant plains, 

To catch the follies df an alien foil ! % 

Tb win -the vice his genuine foul difdains, 

Return exultant, and import the fpoil ! 
f n vain he boafts of his detefted prize $ 

No more it "blooms to Britim climes convey'd, 
Cramp'd by the impulfe of ungenial ikies, 

See its frefti vigour in a moment fadel 

Th* exotic folly knows its native clime ; 

An aukward Granger, if we waft it o*er ; 
Why then thefe toils, this coftly wafte of tim», 

To fpread foft poifon on our happy (hore ? ' 

, D 3 * I co- 
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I covet not the pride of foreign looms ; 

•fn fearch of foreign modes I fcorn to rove 5 
Nor, for the worthless bird of brighter plumes, 

t Would change the meaneft warbler of my grpi 
No diftant clime mall fervile airs impart, 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eaie to play 5 
Trembling. I view the Gaul's illufivc art, 
That fteals my lov'd rufticity away. 

*Tis long fine e freedom fled th' Hefperian clime ; 

"Her citron groves, her flower-embroider'd fhoj 
She faw the Britifh oak afpire fublime, 

And foft Campania's olive charms no more. 
Let partial funs mature. the weftern mine, 

To flied its luftre o'er th' Iberian maid , 
Mien, beauty, ihape, O native foil, are, thine. 5 

Thy peerlefs daughters afk no foreign, aid. 
Let Ceylon's envy'd plant * perfume the feas, 

Till torn, to feafon th.e Batavian bowl ; 
Ours is the breaft wbofi? genuine ardours pleafe, 

Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul. 
Let the proud Soldan wound th' Arcadian grove. 

Or with rude lips th' Apnian fount profane j 
Tlie Mufe no more by flowery Ladon roves, 

She feeks her Thomfon on the Britifli plain. 
. Tell not of realms by. ruthjefs war difmayM ^ 

Ah ! hapjefs realms that wax's* oppreffiqn fed 
In vain may A^ftna boafl; her Noric blade, 

iftyfyitb^fyg&fatyx boated fed. 

.... i .... ^ 

* The cxAnamon, 
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Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

Raptur'd flie once beheld its friendly (hade ! 
Arid hbfery Memphis boafts'her' tombs aibhe, 

The mournful types of mighty power decay'dl 
No creicent here displays its baneful horns'; 

No turban'd hoft the voice of truth reproves | 
Learning's free four*cef the fage's breaft adorns, 

And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves* 
Boaft, favour'd Media, boaft thy flowery (lores \ 

Thy thoufand hues by chemic funs refin'd j 
Tis not the drefs or mien thy foul adores, 

'Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 
While Grenville's breaft * could virtue's ftores afford, 

What envy'd flota bore (b fair a freight? 
The mine compar'd in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 
Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeft courage, fraught, 

Thee the lov'd image of thy jiative more I 
Thee by the virtues arm'd, the graces taught, 

When (hall we ceafe to boaft, or to deplore r 
Prefumptuous war, which could thy life deftroy, 

What (hall it now in recompence decree r 
While friends that merit every earthly joy # 

Feel every angui(h$ feel the lofs of theel 
Bid me no more a fervile realm compare, 

No more the Mufe of partial praife arraign j 
Britannia lees no foreign breaft fo fair, 

And, if (he glory, glories not in vain. 

D 4. ELEGY 

• Written afcout the time of Capt.Grai\\\£ %&£»&*>» 



ao SHEtf STONE'S. POEMS. 

E L E G Y XV. 

In memory of a private family * in Worcefterflji 

FROM a lone tower with reverend ivy crow 
The pealing bell awak'd a tender (igh 5 
Still, as the village caught the waving found, 
A fwelling tear diftream'd from every eye. 
'So droop'd, I ween, each Briton's bread of old, 
< When the dull curfew fpoke their freedom fled 
For, v nghing as the mournful accent roll'd, 

Our hope, tbeycry'd, our kind fupport is dea 
*Twas good Palcmon— near a fhaded pool, 
v ". A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe ; 
The flocking rooks, by inftincVs native rule, 

This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chofe. 
A few fmall fpires to Gothic fancy fair, 
v Amid the fhades emerging, ftruck the view 5 
'Twas here his youth rei'pir'd its earlieft air ; 

'Twas here his age breath' d out its laft adieu. 
One favoured fon engag'd his tendereft care $ 

, One pious youth his whole affe&ion crown'&j 
In his young breaft the virtues fprung fo fair, 

Such charms difplay'd, fuch fweets difrus'd aro 
But whilft gay tranfport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poifon'd fky ; 
Blafts tile fair crop— the fire is drown'd in tears 3 
And, fcarce furviving, lees his Cynthio die ! 

* The Penns of Harborou<>h. 
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O'er the pale corfe we faw him gently bend ; 

Heart-chill'd with grief—" My thread, he cry'd, 
is fpuu 1 
If heaven had meant I Ihould my life extend, 

Heaven had preferv'd my life's fupport, ray fon. 
Snatch'd in thy prime ! alas, the (broke were mild, 

Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree I 
BJeft were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child ! 

Had heaven fo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee/* 
Five fleeplefs nights he ftemM this tide of woes } 

Five irkfome funs he faw, through tears, forlorn ! 
On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning rofe ; 

From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 

Twas on thofe downs, by Roman hofts annoy 'd, 

Fought our bold fathers ; ruftic, unrenVd ! 
Freedom's plain foils, in martial cares employed ! 

They ting'd their bodies, but unmaik'd their mind. 
Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race, 

Of milder merit, nVd their calm retreat ; 
War's deadly crimfon had forfook the place, 

And freedom fondly lov'd the chofen feat. 
; No wild ambition nVd their tranquil breaft, 

To fwell with empty founds a fpotlefs name ; \ 
If foftenng ikies, the fun, the mower were bleir, 

Their bounty fpread $ their fields extent the fame, 
Thofc fields, profufe of raiment, food, and fire, 

They fcorn'd to leflen, carclefs to extend; 
Bade luxury, to lavifli courts afpire, 

And avarice to city-breafts defcend. 
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The journeying, peafant, through thc.fecret (hade, 

Heard. tjiek foft Lyres engage his lifbaing ear - y 
And haply deem'd fome courteous- angel play'd ; 

No angel pjay'd— .but might with transport hear. 
For thele jhp fqunds. that chafe- unholy ftrife ! *■ 

Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releafe ! 
Raife him to fpurn the radiant i|ls of life t 

To pity. pomp,, to be content with peace. 
Farewel, pure fpiritsi vain, the piaiie we give* 

The praifc you fought from lips angelic flows j 
Farewell the virtues which doferv&to live, 

Defervfi an amjplef blifs tha* life heftows. 

Laft qf his race, Falemon, now no- more 
The ( mode£ .merit of his line difplay M ; 

Then pious, Hugh Vigornia's mitre wore— 
Soft fleep.the duft of» each deserving (hade ! 

E L E G Y- XVI, 

He fuggeits the advantages of birth . to a perfon 
of merit, and the folly of a. fupercilioufncfs 
that is built upon that fole foundation. 

» 

WPH genius graced wjtklinealfplendor glows, 
When tirieihws witkambjent virtues cr*wn*d, 
Like foro* fair, .almond's flowery pomp *ti 4h«w*$ 
The pride, tl^ perfume t o^the.regjonJ|.r9VBd^ 

Then 
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Erroneous fancy (hap'd her wild attire j 

From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic ftray'd j 
ScarCd with her air her accent to confpire, 

When, as wild fancy taught her, thus the faid x 
" Hear me* dear youth.! oh hear an hapkfs maid, 

Sprung from the fcepter'd line of ancient kings ! 
Scorn' d by the world, I aflc thy tender aid 5 

Thy gentle voice (hair whiFper kinder things. 
The world is frantic— fly the race profane— 

N«r I, nor you, toll its companion move }. 
Come friendly let us wander, and' complain, 

And tell me y fhepherd ! haft thou feen my love h 
My love is young— but other loves are young i 

And other loves are fair, and fo is mine j, 
An air divine difclofes whence he fprung ; 

He is my love, who boafts that air divine^ 
No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft,. 

Ianthe liftens to no vulgar vow ; 
A prince, from gods defcended, fires her bread } 

A brilliant crown diftinguiihes his brow. 

What, (hall I (lain the glories of my race ? 

More clear, more lovely bright than Hefper's, beam ? 
The porcelain pure with vulgar dirt debafe ? 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid ftream ? 

See through thefe veins the fapphire current (hint ! 

'Twas Jove's own ne&ar gave th' etherial feue ; 
Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 

t>l£pUy the lovely white > or match ike \>V»0 
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What bands of black ideas fpread their win 
The peaceful regions of content invade ! 
With deadly poifon taint the cryftal fprings 
With noifome vapour blaft the verdant (ha> 
I know their leader, fpleen j and dread the ft 

Of rigid Euros, his detefted fire ; 
Through one my bloflbms and my fruits deca 
Through one my pleafures and my hopes o 
Like fomc pale (tripling, when his icy way 

Relenting yields beneath tlie noontide beam, 
I Aand aghaft ; and chilPd with fear furvey 

How far I *vc tempted life's deceitful ftream ? 
Where, by remorfe impell'd, repuls'd by fears, 

Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 
She flies the fad prefage of coming years, 

And forrowing dwells on pleafures now no m 
Again with patrons and with friends (he roves $ 

But friends and patrons never to return I 
She fees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves, 

But fees them, weeping o'er Luanda's urn. 
She vifits, Ifis ! thy forfaken ftream, • 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeotian air ! 
She deems no flood reflects fo bright a beam, 
No reed fo verdant, and no flowers fo fair. 
She dreams beneath thy facred (hades were peat 

Thy bays might ev'n the civil (form repel \ 
Reviews thy fociai blifs, thy learned eafe, 
And with no chearful accent cries, farewel ! 
* " Fai 
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Farewel, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray'd 1 
<&y youthful (porta, by youthful toils aljy'd I 

Joyous we fojourn'd in thy circling (hade* 
And wept to find the paths of life divide* 

She paints the progrefs of my rival's vow ; 
» Sees every Mufe a partial ear incline ; 
Binds with luxuriant bays his favoured brow, 

Nor yields the refuf^of his wreath to mine. 
She bids the flattering mirror, form'd to pleafe, 

Now blaft my hope, now vindicate defpair $ 
fiids my fond verfe the love*-fick parley ceafe ; 
1 Accufe my rigid fate> acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fome pathlefs vale, 

Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 
Alas ! there echo will repeat the tale — 

Where fhall I find the filent fcenes I love? 

Fain would I mourn any lucklefs fate alone j 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire ; 
Away my friends t my forrows are my own ! 

Why fhould I breathe around my fick defire ? 
Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 

Near fome fad ruin's ghaftly fhade to dwell ! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, 

And from the mouldering refufe, build my cell ! 

-Genius of Rome I thy proftrate pomp difplay ! 

Trace every difmal proof of fortune's power ; 
Let me the wreck of theatres furvey, 

Or penfive fit beneath fome noddixv^towtt* 

E <** 
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Or where fome duft, by roiling feafons worn, 

Convey'd pure ftreams to Rome's imperial wal 
Near the wide breach in filence let me mourn; 

Or tune my dirges to the water's fall. 
.Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin'd pridrj 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild.confufion fire 
Let baniuYd Marius, lowering by. thy fide, 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
Ah no ! thou monarch of the dorms ! forbear ! 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controui. 
.And fbarce a pleafing twilight foothes my care, 

Ere one vail death like darknefa (hocks my fo 
Forbear thy rage— on no perennial bafe 

Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitful pile ; 
My pains are fled — my joy refumes its place> 

Should the iky brighten,, or Melifla fmile. 

ELEGY XVIII. 
He repeats the for*g of Collin, a difeer 
ihephe'rd; lamenting the ftate of >the wo< 
manufactory. 

•" Ergo omni ftudio glaciem ventofqueni vales, 
" Quo minus eft illis curae mortalis egsftas, 
" Avertes ; vi&umquc feres.*' V i 

\T EAR Avon's bank*!on Arden's flowery ] 
^ ^ A * tuneful ihepherdjcharm'd the liftening > 
And funny Cotfol' fondly lov'd the ftrain j 
Yet not a garland crowns the ihepheKTs gro 

* Mr. SomtrvWt. 
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Oh! loft Ophelia ! fmootMy flowM the day* 

To feel his mufic with my flames agree t 
To tafte the beauties of his melting lay, 

To tafte, and fancy it was^dear to the*. 
When, for his tomb, with each revolving year* 

I fteal the mu(k-rofe from the fcented brake, 
I ftrew my cowflips, and I pay my tear, 

I '11 add the myrtle for Ophelia's fake. 

Shivering beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay, 

When deaths chill rigour feiz'd his flowing tongue j 
The more I found his faultering notes decay, 

The more prophetic truth fublimM the fong. 
" Adieu my flocks, he faid ! my wonted care, 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore ! 
May fome more happy hand your fold prepare, 

And may you need your Collin's crook no more ^ 
And yoti, ye fhepherds ! lead my gentle flieep ; 

To breezy hills, or leafy fhelters lead 5 
But if the fky with fhowers inceflant weep, 

Avoid the putrid moifture of the mead. 

Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath, 

Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend- 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 

The fruitlefs gift of an officious friend ! * " 
Ah \ what avails the timorous lambs to guard,' 

Though nightly cares, with daily labours, Join ? 
If foreign floth obtain the rich reward, 

If Gallia's craft the ponderous tasce >^&\V>y&. 
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Was It for this, by conftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave 5 
For this I led them from the pointed thorn ? 

For this I bath'd them in the lucid wave ? 
All heedlefs Albion ! too benignly prone 

Thy blood to lavifti, and thy wealth refign ! 
Shall every other virtue grace thy throne, 

But quick-ey'd prudence never yet be thine ? 
From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 

Thou gav'ft the ftieep that browze Iberian plains t 
Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill, 

Their fleece adorns an haughty foe's domains. 
Ill-fated flocks ! from cliff to cliff they ftray } 

Far from their dams their native guardians far ! 
Where the foft fhepherd, all the livelong day, 

Chaunts his proud miftrefs to his hoarlb guittar. 

But Albion's youth lier native fleece defpife- ; 

Unmov'd they hear the pining fhepherd's moan ; 
In filky folds each nervous limb dkfguife, 

Allur'd by every treafure, but their own. 

Oft have I hurry'd down the rocky fteep, 

Anxious, to fee the wintiy tempeft drive j 
Preferve, laid I, preferve your fleece, my (heep 1 

Ere long will Phillisj will my love arrive. 
Ere long (he came : ah ! woe is me, fhe came ! 

Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine : 
For gifts like thefe they give their fpotlefs fame, 

Refign their bloom, their innocence refign, 

1 m 
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Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known, 

Give the rich growth of Britilh hills to fame ? 
.And let her charms, and her example, own 

That virtue's drefs, and beauty's are the fame ? 
Will no fam'd chief fupport this generous maid r 

Once more the patriot's arduous path refume ? 
And, comely from his native plains array'd, 

Speak future glory to the Britifh loom ? 
What power unfeen my ravifh'd fancy fires ? 

I pierce the dreary made of future days ; 
Sure 'tis the genius of the land infpires, 

To breath my lateft breath in * * # 's praife. 
O might my breath for * * * 's praife fuffice, 

How gently mould my dying limbs repofe ! 
O might his future glory blefs mine eyes, 

My ravifli'd eyes ! how calmly would they clofc ! 
* * * was bora to fpread the general joy; 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd ; 
Britons for Britain fhall the crook employ j 

Briton^ for Britain's glory fhear the fold.** 

ELEGY XIX. 

Written in fpring 1743. 

AGAIN the labouring hind inverts the foil ; 
**' Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave $ 
Another fpring renews the foldier's toil, 
And finds me vacant in the rwraX cwt. 

E j ** 
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As tiie foft lyre di/play'd my wonted loves, 

The penfive pleaiure and the tender pain, 
The fordid Alpheus hurry M through my groves; 

Yet ftop'd to vent the dictates of difdain. 
He glanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruin'd fold 5 

He blam'd the graces of my favourite bower j 
My brcaft, unfully'd by the luft of gold $ 

My time, unlavim'd in purfuit of power. 
Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate ; 

Abjure thefe fcenes from venal pailions free ; 
Know, in this grove, I vowM perpetual hate, 

War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee. 
Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

I dreft an altar to Thalia's name : 
Here, as I crown'd the verdant mrine with flowers* 

Soft on my labours dole the fmiling dame. 
Damon, flie cry'd, if pleas'd with honeft praife^ 

Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong, 
Fly the falfe dictates of the venal race j 

Fly the grofs accents of the venal tongue. 
Swear that no lucre mall thy zeal betray ; 

Swerve not thy foot with fortune's votaries more 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day- 

The winning phantom urg'd me, and I fwore. 

Fprth from the ruftic altar fwift I ftray'd, 

" Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeftial powers ! 
Aid me to quell the fordid breaft, I faid ; 

And threw my javelin tow'rds their hoftile towers i 

Thin 
, * A Roman ceremony in^declaring war<» 
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Think not regretful I furvey the deed ; 

Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 
Still, ftill ob&rvant to the grove I fpeed, 

The flirine emhellifh, and repeat the vow. 
Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentlefs foe. 

Such generous hate the Punic champion * bore j 
Thy lake, O Thrafimene I beheld it glow, 

And Cannae's walls, and Trehia's crimfon more. 
•But let grave annals paint the warrior'* fame 5 

Fair mine his arms in hiftory enroll'd j 
Whilft humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim, 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.— 
Now Punic pride its final eve furvey'd ; 

Its hods exhaufted, and its fleets on fire ; 
Patient the viclor'* lurid frown obey'd, 

And faw th' unwilling elephants retire. 
But when their gold deprefs'd the yielding fcale, 

Their gold in pyramidic plenty j>il'd, 
He faw th' unutterable grief prevail 5 

He faw their tears, and in his fury fmiTd. 
Think not, he cry'd, ye view the fmiles.of eafe, 

Or this firm breaft difclaims a patriot's pain > 
• J fmile, but from a foul eftrang'd to peace, 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain ! 

But were it cordial, this detefted fmile, 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye (how ?• 
•.O fons of Carthage ! grant me to revile 
The fordid (burce of your indecent woe \ 

E 4. Why 

* Hannibal* 
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Why weep yc now ! yc faw with tearlefs eye 
When your fleet periftTd on the Punic wave j 

Where lurk'd the coward tear, the lazy figh,. 
When TyreY imperial ftate commenced a flave ^ 

'Tfspaft — O Carthage X vanquiftVd ! honoured ftade t 
Go, the mean forrows of thy fons deplore ; 

Had freedom fhar'd the vow to fortune paid, 
She ne'er, like fortune, had forfook thy fliore." 

He ceas'd — abafti'd the confcious audience hear j 
Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blulh unfold i 

Yet o'er that virtuous blufli diftreams a tear, 
And falling moiftens their abandoned gold.. 

E L E. G Y XX. 

■ 

He compares his humble fortune with the diftref* 
of others; and his fubjedtion to Delia,, with 
the mrferable fervitude of an African flave. 

TT7HY droops this heart, with fancy'd woes. 
forlorn, 

Why finks my foul beneath each wintry fky ? 
What penfive crowds, by ceafclef s labours worn, 

What myriads* wifh to be as.bleft as I ! 
What though my roofs devoid of pomp ari(e x 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deftin'd way ? 
Nor coftly art my flowery dales difguife, 

Whore only fimple friend /hip deigns to ftray ? 



E L E G Y XX. -57 

See the wild Tons of Lapland's chill domain, 

That fcoop their couch beneath the drifted fnows ! 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
'Where the (harp eaft for ever, ever blows ! 

Slave though I be, to Delia's eyes a (lave, 
My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wearj 

The figh (he caufes well becomes the brave, 
The pang (he. caufes, 'tis ev'n blifs to bear. 

See the poor native quit the Libyan mores, 

Ah ! not in* love's delightful fetters bound ! 
No radiant (mile his dying peace reftores ; 

Nor love, nor fame, nor friend/hip, heals his wounds- 
Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes*. 

Shall I the mockery of grief, diiplay ? 
No, let the Mufe> his piercing pangs drfclofe,* 

Who bleeds and weeps his fum of life away.- 
On the wild beach in mournful guife he ftood> 

Ere the (brill boatfwain gave the hated (ign \. 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ;, 

He ftole one fecret moment, to repine. 

Yet the Mufe liften'd to the plaints he madeji 

Such moving plaints as nature could infpire j. 
To me the Mufe his- tender plea conveyed, 

But fmooth'd, and fuited to the founding lyre. 
" Why am I ravHh'd from my native ftrand? 

What favage race protects this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infeft this teeming landj 

Andmorethan fea-born monitors plou^Ynfos to&cA 
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Here the dire locufts horrid fwarms prevail ; 

Here the blue afps with livid poifon fwell 5 
Here the dry dipfe writh his finuous mail j 

Can we not here fecure from envy dwell? 
When the grim lion urgM his cruel chace, 

When the ftern panther' fought his midnight 
What fate referv'd me for this chriftian race? 

'O race more poliuVd, more fevere than they ! 
Ye prouling wolves, purfue my lateft cries ! 

Thou hungry tiger, leave thy reeking den ! 
Ye fandy waftes, in rapid eddies rife ! 
. O tear -me from the whips and fcorns of me: 
Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows 5 

Are fmiles the mien -of rapine and of wrong 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 

And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue 
Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter clim 

Where gentle minds convey'd by death rep; 
But ftain'd with blood, and^rimfonM b?er with < 

Say, (hall they merit what they paint fo fail 
No, carelefs, hopelefs, of thofe fertile plains 
* Rich by our tolls, and by our forrows gay, 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains^ 

And -feign thefe diftant regions to repay. 
Tor diem our tuflcy elephant expires.; 

For them we drain the mine's embowel'd g< 
Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ?— 

Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is fo] 
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Vet (hores there are, bleft (hores for us remain, 
And favour'd ides with golden fruitage crown'd, 

Where tufted flowrets paint the verdant plain. 
Where every breeze (hall med'cine every wounds 

There the ftern tyrant that embitters life 
Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his afking hand ; 

There (hall we view the billows raging ftrife, 
Aid the kind breaft, and waft his boat to land.'* 

ELEGY XXI. 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement, 
he is led to meditate on the character of the 
ancient Britons. Written at the time of A 
rumoured tax upon luxury, 1746. 

THUS Damon fun.g— What thoughunknown-t* 
praife 
Umbrageous coverts hide my Mufe and me 4 
•Or *mid the rural (hepherds, flow my days, 

Amid the rural (hepherds, I am free. 
To view (leek vaffals crowd a (lately hall, 

Say, fliould I grow myfelf a folemn (lave* 
To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wal^ 
Forego the flowery fields my fortune gave ? 
lord of my time my devious path I bend, 

Through fringy woodland, or fmooth- (haven lav 
K)r penfile grove, or airy cliff afccnd, 
-And hail the fcenc by nature's pencil drawn. 

Th 
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Progrefllve ages carol'd forth his fame j , 

Sires, to his praife, attun'd their children's tongue ; 
The hoary druid-fed the generous flame, 

While in fuch ftrains the reverend vizard fung. 
<< Go forth, my fons '.—for what is vital breath, 

Your gous expell'd, your liberty refign'd ? 
Go forth, my fons 1 for what is inftant death 

To lbuls fecure perennial joys to find ? 
For fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain, 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound j 
Where patriots, bleft with boundlels freedom, reign, 

With mifletoe's myiterious garlands crown'd. 

Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs j 
Your folemn woods refound their msrtial fire j 

To you, my fons, the ritual meed belongs, 
If in the caufe you vanquish or expire. 

Hark ! from the facred oak that crowns the groves, 
Wfiat aweful voice my raptur'd bofom warms ; 

This is the favoured moment heaven approves, 
Sound the fhrill trump j this inftant, found to 
arms." 

Theirs was the fciencc of a martial race, 

To fhape the lance, or decorate the ihield ; 
Ev'n the fair virgin ftain'd her native grace, 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 
Now, for fome cheek where guilty blufhes glowj 

For fome falfe Florimers impure difguife, 
The lifted youth, nor war's loud fign&\ fawn* 

Nor virtue's call, nor fame's im^f\a\ ^tvia. 
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Then if foft concord lull'd their fears to flecp> 
Inert and filent flept the manly car j 

But rufh'd horrific o'er the fearful fteep, % 
If freedom's awful clarion breathed to war, 

Wow die fleek courtier, indolent, and vam, 

Thron'd in the fplendid carriage glides fupinej 
To taint his virtue with a foreign ftain, 

Or at a favourite's board his faith refign. 
Leave them, O luxury I this liappy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britannia, to forae hoftile. more t 
Or * fleece the baneful peft with annual ipoil, 

And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more ! 

ELEGY XXII. 

Written in the year — — , when the rights cf 

fepulture were fo frequently violated. 

• Q A Y, gentlp fleep, that lov'ft the gloom of night, 
*^ Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, fay, 
Whence my late vifion thus indures the light; 
Thus haunts my fancy through the glare of day. 

' The filent moon had fcal'd the vaulted Ikies, 
And anxious care refign'd my limbs to reft ; 
A fudden luftre ftruck my wondering eyes, 
And Silvia flood before my couch confeft, 
. Ah ! . not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay, 

That led the dance beneath the feftive fhade ! 
. But flie that, in the morning of her day, 

Zntomb'd beneath the grafe-^reen fod was laid. 
* Alludes to a tax wj^ki Vekwj * 
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\o more her eyes their wonted radiance caft ; 

No more her breaft infpir'd the Wer's flame, 
To more her cheek the Paeftan rofe furpaftj 

Yet feem'd her lip's ethcrial fmile the fame 

lor fuck her hair as deck'd her living face j 

Nor fuch her voice ascharnVd the liftening crowd j. 
lor fuch her dreXs as heightened every grace ; 

Alas I ail vanifhM for the mournful ihroud ! 
f et feenfd her lip's etherial charm the fame ; 

That dear diftin&ion every doubt removed i 
'erifli the lover* whofe imperfeft flame 

Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'cL 
< Damon, fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies j 

Oh ! do not wafte it with a fruitlefs tear ! 
Though griev'd to fee thy Silvia's pale difguiie* 

Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 

>o may thy Mufe with virtuous fame be bleft !- 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
>o nlay thy bones in facred fllence reft, 

Fail: by the reliques of fome happier maid ! 
Thou know'ft, how lingering on a diirant fliore- 

Difeafe invidious nipt my flowery prime j 
A.nd ok! what pangs my tender bofom tore, 

To think I ne'er muft view my native clime. I 
No friend was near to raife my dropping head 5 

No dear companion wept to fee me die j 
Lodge me within my native foil, I faid ; 

There my fond parents honoured celiojies lie. 
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JF-fean's fons thefe horrid .rites require* 

If health's fair fcience be by thefe refin'd; 
■Let guilty convicts, for their ufo, expire * 

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind. 
Vet hard it feems, when guilt's laft fine is paid, 

To fee the victim's corfe*deny'd repofe ! 
Now, more fevere ! the poor offencelefs maid . 

Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 

■Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ? 

Where the fond care the wandering manes claim ? 
Nature, inftinctive, cries, Protect the dead, 

And facred be their aflies, and their fame : 
Arife, dear youth ! ev'n now the danger calls j 

Ev'n now the villain muffs his wonted prey j 
See ! fee ! I lead thee to yon* facred walls— 

Oh ! fly to chafe thefe human wolves away." 



B 
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Reflexions fuggefted by his fltuation. 

ORN near thefcene for Kenelm's fate renown *d 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 



And raife my lay, and bid the rocks refound 
The favage force of empire, and of love. 

Fail by the centre of yon* various wild, 

Where fprcading oaks embower a Gothic fane$ 

Kendrida's arts a brother's youth beguil'd ; 
There nature urg'd her tender^ $\ttfe Yb'WKu 

F %<&> 
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5^ ••••••• f^ta c jyj c garlands fly, 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 
Or from yon* fummit, with a guardian's eye, 

Obferve how freedom's hand attires the plain ! 
Here Pope ! ah never muft that towering mind 

To his lov'd haunts, or dearer friend, return ? 
What art! what friendfhips ! oh! what fame refign'd! 

—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 
Where is the bread can rage or hate retain, 

And thefe glad ftreams and fmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the breaft can hear die woodland drain, 

And think fair freedom well exchanged for gold ? 
Through thefe foft (hades delighted let me ftray, 

While o'er my head forgotten funs defcend \ 
Through thefe dear valleys bend my cafual way, 

Till fetting life a total /hade extend ! 
Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 

I *U mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate ; 
Or (hrink to find, how much ambition dares, 

To mine in anguifh, and to grieve in ftate ! 

Canft thou, O fun ! that ipotlefs throne difcloie, 
Where her bold arm has left no fanguine {lain ? 

Where, (hew me where, the lineal fceptre glows, 
Pure , as the fimple crook that rules the plain r 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and fear, 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie j 

There not the parent fmile is half uncett \ x 

Nor void of art the contort" a mt\tixi£«^t« 
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« 

There with the friendly wiifr, the kindly flame, 

No face is brightened, and no bofoms beat i 
Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim, 

And ev'n the beardlefs lip aflays deceit* 
There coward rumours walk their murderous round 

The glance, that more than rural blame inftills ; 
Whifpers, thatting'd with. friendship doubly wowk 

Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 
Their anger whets, but love can ne'er engage J 

Carefling brothers part but to revile \ 
There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wii< 

To dread the fatal ftroke of all that fmile. 
There all her rivals I After, fon, and fire. 

With "horrid purpofe hug deftru&ive arms 5 
There foft-ey'd maids in murderous plots confpire 

And fcorn the gentler mifchief of their charms. 
Let fervile minds one endlefs watch endure ; 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refigt 
But lay me, fate ! on flowery banks, fecure, 

Though my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupii 
Yes, may my tongue difdain a vaflaTs care ; 

My lyre refbund no proftituted lay 5 
More warm to merit, more elate to wear 

The cap of freedom, than the crown of bay. 
Spoth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 

I wifli it not o'er golden fends to flow ; 
Chear'd by the verdure of my fpiral wood, 

I fcorta the quarry, where no fhrub can grow. 
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No midnight pangs the (hepherd's peace purfue 5 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret wound } 

Ne fings his Delia, and if /he be true, 
Hfs love at once, and his ambition's crown'd* 

ELEGY XXIV. 

He takes occafion, from the fate of Eleanor of 
Bretacne, to fuggcft the imperfe& pleafures 
of a folitary life, 

Tlf HEN beauty mourns, by fate's injurious doom, 
* * Hid from the chearful glance of human eye j 
When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 

Hard is that heart which checks the rifing figh. 
Fair Eleonora ! would no gallant mind, 

The caufe of love, the caufe of juftice own ? 
Matchlefs thy charms, and was no life refign'd 

To fee them fparkle from their native throne ? 
Or had fair freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 

Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign $ 
Thy radiant mien might fcorn the guilt of arms, 

Yet Albion's awful empire yield to thine. 
O (bame of Britons ! in one fallen tower 

She wet with royal tears her daily cell j 
She found keen anguifh every rofe devour; 

They fprung, they flione, they faded, and they fell. 
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Through one dim lattice fring'd with ivy round, 

Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw; 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd, 

To mark how faft her waning beauty flew. 
This, age might bear ; then fated fancy palls. 

Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply } 
Fond youth inceflant mourns, if rigid walls 

Reftrain its liftening ear, its curious eye. 

Believe me, # * * *, the pretence is vain ! 

This boafted calm that fmooths our early days, 
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 

Th' alternate pant for pleafure.and for praifc 
Ev'n me, by fliady oak or limpid fpring, 

Ev'n me, the fccnes of polioVd life allure ; 
Some genius whifpers, " Life is on the wing, 

And hard his lot that languishes obfcure. 
What though thy riper mind admire no more— 

The mining cin&ure, and the broider'd told, 
Can pierce like lightning through the figured ore, 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 
Furs, ermins, rods, may well attract thy fcorn \ 

The futile prefents of capricious power 1 
Eut wit, but worth, the public fphere adorn, 

And who but envies then the focial hour ? 
Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil's meed,. 

Forget how * * * fuftains the (hepherd's caufe ? 
Content in (hades to tune a lonely reed, 

Nor join the founding paean of applaufe ? 

Fo. 
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>r public haunts, impellM by Britain's weal, 

See Grenville quit the Mufe's favourite eaie j 
nd (hall not {Wains admire his noble zeal ? 

Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleafe ? 
ife, fays the fage, affords no blifs fincere j 

And courts and cells in vain our hopes renew i 
nt ah ! where Grenvile charms the liftening ear, 

'Tis hard to think the chearlefs maxim true. 

he groves may fmile j the rivers gently glide ; 

Soft through the vale refound the loneforae lay. 
v'n thickets yield delight, if taftc prefide j 

But can they pleafe, when Lyttel ton's away ? 
ure as the fwain's the breaft of * • * glows, 

Ah! were the fhepherd's phrafe, like his, rehVd! 
ut, how improv'd the generous dictate flows 

Through the clear medium of a poliftYd mind ! 
appy the youths who, warm with Britain's love, 

Her inmoft wifli in * * #, s periods hear! 
[appy that in the radiant circle move, 

Attendant orbs, where Lonfdale gilds the fphcre ! 
fhile rural faith, and every polifli'd art, 

Each friendly charm, in * # * confpire, 
rom public fcenes all penfive muft you part; 

All joylefs to the greened fields retire ! 
ro, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or ftream, 

Like fbme lone halcyon, focial pleafure fluin } 
ro dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam, 

And hail the bright proceflioa of the faiu 

F 4 'Wve^ 
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'Then cover'd by thy ripen'd fliades, refumt 

The filent walk ; no more \>y paflion tofts 
Then feck thy ruftic hauntr; the dreary gloom; 

Where every art, that colours life, is loft."— 
In vain ! the liftening Mufe attends in vain ( 

Rettraints in hoftile bands her motions wait-* 
—Yet will I grieve, and fadden all my ftrain, 

When injur' d beauty mourns tne Mufe's fate. 



ELEGY XXV. 

To Delia, with feme flowers ; complaining how 
much his benevolence differs on account of his 
humble fortune. 

TTf Hate'er could fculpture's curious art employ 
* * Whate' er tlie lavifh hand of wealth can fhowcr. 
Tnefe would I give— and every £ift enjoy, 
That pleas'd my fair—but fate denies the power. 

Bleft were my lot to feed the fecial fires I 
To learn the Latent wiflies of a friend ! 
To give the boon his native tafte admires, 

And, for my tranfport, on his fmile depend £ 
Bleft too is he, whole evening ramble ftrays* 
. Where droop the ions of indigence and care I 
His little gifts their gladdenM eyes amaze, 
And win, at fmall expence, their fondejOb payer 

An 
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And oh the joy I tp tyun the confcioua light, 

To fpare the modeft bluih ; to giv« unfecn, ! 
I>ike fhowers that fall behind the veil of night, 

Yet deeply tinge the fmiling vales with green- 
But happieft they, who drooping realms relieve t 

Whofe virtue in out cultur'd vales appear I 
For whofe fad fate a thoufand fhepherd* grieve,- 

And fading fields allow the grief facejs* 
To call loft worth from its oppreflive made; 

To fix its equal fphejre, and fee it mine; 
To hear it grateful own the generous aid j 

This, this is tranfport— but rauft ne'er be mine* 
Faint is my bounded blifs j nor I refufe 

To range where daizies open, rivers roll ; 
While profe or fong the languid hours amufe. 

And foothe the fond impatience of my foul. 

A while I *li weave the roofs of jafmine bower v 

And urge with trivial cares the loitering year ^ 
A while I *11 prune my grove, protect my flowers*- 

Then, unjamented, prefs an early bier ! 
Of thofe lov'd flowers the lifelefs corfe may (hare % 

Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow : 
The reft, will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair, 

As when {heir matter (mild to fee them glow. 
The fequent morn mail wake the fylvan quire ; 

The kid again (hall wanton ere 'tis noon ; 
Nature will imile, will wear her beft attire j 

1 let not gentle Delia fmile fo foon ! 
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away, 
And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim. 

Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth o'erpay; 
And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame.— 

O Delia ! chear'd by thy fuperior praife, 
I blefs the filerit path the fates decree ; 

Pleas'd, from the lift of my inglorious days, 
To raze the moments crown'd with blifs- and thi 

ELEGY XXVI. 

Defcribing the forrow of an ingennous mind, ot 
the melancholy event of a licentious amour. 

II7HY mourns my friend ! why weeps hisdown- 
* * caft eye I 

That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to flrine ? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh ; 

Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 
Bleft in thy fong, and bleft in every grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair? 
Damon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain ; 

Not Damon's friendship can my peace reftore ; 
Alas ! his very praife awakes my pain, 

And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 

For oh 1 that nature on my birth had frown'd, 
Or fortune fix'd me to fome lowly cell 5 

Then had my bofom 'fcap'd this fatal wound, 
Nor had I bid thefc venw\ fae*t%> £ww*\. 
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But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious blifs- adrair d $. 

In fortune's train the fyren flattery fmil'd, 
And raihly hallow'd all her queen infpir'd. 

Of folly ftudious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! 

I chas'd the guilelefs daughters of the plain, 

. Nor dropt the chafe, till Jefly was my prey. 

Poor artlefs maid ! to ftain thy fpotlefs name, 

Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrove j 
To lure a bread that felt the pureft flame, 

Sufiain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 
Schooled in the fcience of love's mazy wiles, 

I cloath'd each feature with affected fcorn ; 
I fpokc of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles, 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 
Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm' d her care* 

Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove j 
I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear, 

And fciz'd the minute of returning love. 
To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft r 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Aflur'd that virtue, by misfortune preft, 

Feels not the fliarpnefs of a pang like mine. 
Nine envious moons matur'd.her growing fliamej 

Ere -while to flaunt it in the face of day j 
When, fcorn'd of virtue, ftigmatizM by fame, 

Low at my feet defponding Jefly lay. 



... -« morn s once j 
Yet what can morn's returning 

But foe* that triumph, or bu 
Alas ! no more that joyous moi 

That led the tranquil hours o 
For I have fteep'd a father's cou 

Ami ting'd a mother's glowin 

The vocal birds that raife their n 
The fportive lamps, increafe m 

All feem to chafe me from the chi 
And talk of truth and innocent 

If through the garden's flowery tr 
Where bloom the jafmines that 

Hope not to find delight in us, th 
For we are fpotlefs, Jefly j we j 

Ve flowers ! that well reproach a i 
Say, could ye with my virgin f 

The hri«rk*-A * - 
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ius for your fake I Attn each human eyej 
[ bid the fwcets of blooming youth adieu } 
> die I languifh, but I dread to die, 
Left my fad fate ihould nomrtih pangs for ymn 

life me from earth $ the pains of want remove 
And let me fdent feck feme friendly more ; 
bere only, baniftfd fyom the form I love, 
My weeping virtue (hall relapfe no more. 
; but my friend ; I afk no dearer name 5 
Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair ; 
jr could it heal my peace, or chafe my rname, 
That pity gave, what love rcfusM to ihare* 

>rce not my tongue to a(k its fcafty bread j 
Ncr hurl thy JefTy to the vulgar crew ; 
ot fuch the parent's board at which I fed ! 
Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew I 
aply, when age has filverM o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil j 
nvy may flight a face no longer fair j 
And pity, welcome, to my native foil." 
lie fpoke— nor was I born of favage race ; 
Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon aftign 5 
rrateful ih'e clafp'd me in a laft embrace, 
And vow'd to wafte her life in prayers for mine, 
faw her foot the lofty bark afcend $ 
I faw her bread with every paflion heave } 
left her— torn from every earthly friend; 
Ohl my hardbofom, whidi could bra to \tvi*.\ 

4 WA 
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Brief let me be ; the fatal ftorm aroie; 

The billow* rag'd, the pilot's art was vain ; 
O'er the tall maft the circling furges clofe; 

My JefTy— floats upon the watery plain ! 
And — fee my youth's impetuous fires decay j 

Seek not to flop reflection's bitter tear; 
But warn the frolic, and inftruft the gay, 

From Jefly floating on her watery bier! 



<Qt> 
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)DES, SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 

RURAL ELEGANCE. 

An O D E to the late Du chefs of Somerset 
Written 1750. 

Vt J H I L E orient (kies reftore the day, 
* * And dew-drops catch tlie lucid ray 5 
Amid the fprightly fcenes of morn, 

Will aught the Mufe infpire 1 * 
Oh ! Peace to yonder clamorous horn 

That drowns the facred lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes that o'er the mofly down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue ; 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does the fmooth her lawns for you ? 

For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 
And urg'd by rude conftraint refound the jovial cry r 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
The wretched fwain your lport furvey j 

He finds his faithful fences torn, 
He finds his labourM crops a prey ; 

He lees his flock— no more in circles feeds 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
tad with no random curies loads the faeA* 
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Yours be .the produce of 
O may it ftill reward youi 
Nor ever the defencelefs tr 
«Qf clihginfc infants afk fuppi 

.But though the various har 
Does the mere landicape . 

sOr the warm hope of diftant 
far other cauie of glee fuj 
Is not the red'ftreak's futu 
The fource of your delight 

Where Ariconarm pours her ; 
Purpling a whole horizon r 

.Athiril yc praife the limpid fti 
But though, the pebbled ft 
It mimic no unpleafing fon 

The limpid fountain murmur 

. Untie*** 
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Nor yet ye learn'd, nor yet ye courtly* train. 

If haply from your haunts ye ftray 

To wafte with us a fummer's day. 

Exclude the tafte of every fwain, 

Nor our untutor'd fenfe difdain : 
Tis nature only gives exclufive right 

To relifh her fupreme delight} 

She, where (he pleafes kind or coy, 
Who furnifhes the fcene, and forms us to enjoy. 

Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 
By her aufpiciou* aid refin'd ; 
Lo ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain, 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows, 
Or purple heath is ting'd in vain : 
For fuch the rivers dafh the foaming tides, 
The mountain fwells, the dale fubfidesf 
Ev'n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering fight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with delight. 

With what fufpicious fearful care 

The fordid wretch fecures his claim, 
If haply fome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name ! 
What fcruples. left fome future birth 
Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 
Bonc\s, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for profe, 
The towering Mufc endures not to diiclofe $ • 
Alas ! her unrevers'd decree, 
More comprehenfive and more free* 
Her lavish charter, tafte, appropriate* &\TOfe*v 

G "V* 
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That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 
-That (light her merit, but adore her place r 
Far happier, if aright I deem, 
When from gay throngs, and gilded fpires, 

To where $*e lonely halcyons jJay, 
Her philofpphic ftep retires: 
While, ftudious of the moral themo, 
She, to fome fmopth fequefter'd ftreara 
Likens the fwain's inglorious day,; 
Pleas'd from the flowery margin to furvey, 
How cool, ferene, and clear, the current glides away. 

O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 

Who flight the fweetly penfiye mind ! 

On whofe fair birth the Graces mild, 

And every Mufe prophetic fmil'd 
Not that the poet's boafted fire 

Should fame's wide-echoing trumpet fwell ; 
•pr, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell ; 
The vaunted fweets of praife remove, 

Yet fhall fuch bofoms claim a part 

In all that glads the human heart; 
Yet thefe the, fpirits, form'd to judge and prove 
JSAl nature's charms immenfe, and heaven's unbound- 
ed love. 

And oh; the transport, moft ally'd to fong, 
In fome fair villa's peaceful bound, 

To catch foft hints from nature's tongue, 
And bid Arcadia bloom aiowtA » 
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Whether we fringe the (loping hill, 
Or fmoothe below the verdant meadj 

Whether we break the falling rill, 
Or through meandering mazes lead:} 

Or in the horrid bramble's room 

Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom 5 

Or let fome (hclter'd lake fcrene 
Reflect flowers, woods and fpires, and brighten all 
(bene, 

O fweet difpofal of the rural hour $ 
O beauties never known to cloy'! 

While worth and genius haunt the favoured 'bo* 
And every gentle breaft partakes the joy ! 

While charity at eve furveys the fwair\, 
Enabled by -thefc .toils to ohear 
A tram of helplefs infants dear, 
Speed whittling home acrofs the plain ; 

See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown, 
For half her gracelefs deeds atone, 
And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it.with 
own. 

Why brand thefe pleasures with the name 
Of foft, unfocial toil's, of indolence and (name ? 
Search but the garden, or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own, - 
Not all was meant for raimen*, or for food, 

Not all for needful ufe alone $ 
There while the feeds of future bloffoms dwell 
' Tis coloured for the light, perfunVd to plea& the fin* 

VI 
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A while her magic ftrikes the novel eye, 
A while the fairy forms delight ; 
And now aloof we feem to fly- 
On purple pinions through a purer iky, 
Where all is wondrous, all is bright : 
Now landed on fome fpangled more 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 
By fapphire lakes, through emerald gr< 
Paternal acres pleafe no more ;, 
Adieu the Ample, the fincere delight*— 
Th* habitual fcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the vernal gale, 
The tangled vetch's purple bloom, 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume> 
Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, 
And drink the cup of third, and eat the bread < 

But foon the pageant fades away t 
'Tis nature only bears perpetual fway. 
We pierce the counterfeit delight, 
Fatigued with fplendor's irkfome beams. 
Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves and wonted ftreams, 
Pants for the fcenes that charm'd her youthf i 
Where truthmaintains her court, andbanifhes c 1 

Then hither oft, ye fenators, retire. 
With nature here high converfe hold j. 

For who like Stamford her delights admire 
Like Stamford mail with fcorn behold 

Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold 

] 



ODES, SONGS, &c. , %7 

Beneath the Britifh oak's magcftic fhade, 

Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, 

Eriendfliip in artlefs guife array'd, 

Honour and moral beauty fhine 
V^ith more attractive charms, with radiance mare 
divine. 

Yes, here alone did higheft heaven ordain 
The lading magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warm*, 
Whatever fancy feeks to (hare 
The great, the various, and the fair, 
For ever mould remain I 

Her impulfe nothing may reftrain— 
Or whence the joy "mid columns, towers, 
'Midft all the city's artful trim, 
To rear fome breathlefs vapid flowers 
Or fhrubs fuliginoufly grim : 
From rooms of filken foliage vain, 
To trace the dun far diftant grove, 
Where, fmit with undifiembled pain, 
The wood-lark mourns her abfent love, 
Borne to the dufty town from native air, 
To mimic rural life, and foothe fome vapour'd fain 

But how muft faithlefs art prevail, 
.Should all who tafte our joy fincere, ' 
To virtue, truth, or fcience dear, 
Forego a court's alluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 
For that rich luxury of thought they love ! 

G 4. Ah 
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Ah no, from thefe the public fphcre require! 
Examples for its giddy bands : 
From thefe impartial heaven demands 
To fpread the flame itfelf infpires j 
To fift opinion's mingled mafs, 
Imprefs a nation's tafte, and bid the fterling p; 

Happy, thrice happy they, 
Whole graceful deeds have exemplary fho 
Round the gay precin&s of a throne, 
With mild effe&ive beams ! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
By folemn grot, or ftiady fpring, 
To join their pleafmg dreams ! 
Theirs is the rural blif's without alloy, 
They only that deferve, enjoy. 
What though nor fabled dryad haunt their gn 

Nor naiad near their fountain rove, 
Yet all embody 'd to the mental fight, 
A train of fmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wife retreat allow, 
Shall twine triumphant palms to deck die wane 
brow. 

And though by faithlefs friends alarm'd, 
Art have with nature wag'd prefumptuous * 
By Seymour's winning influence charmed; 
In whom their gifts united fliine, 

No longer mall their counfels jar* 
*Tis her to meditate the peace $. 
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Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ftruck mien, 
The rebel feeks her lawful queen, 
And havock and contention ceafe. 

1 fee the rival powers- combine, 
And aid each other's fair deiign-3 

Nature exalt the mound where art rtteU build j 
Art fliape the gay alcove, while nature paints the 
field. 

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove ! 

O warble forth your nobleft lay ; 

Where Somerfet vouchfafes to rove* 

Ye leverets, freely fport and play. 

—Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 
Xet no harm difonance difturb the morn* 

No founds inelegant and rude 

Her facred folitudes profane ! 

Unlefs her candour not exclude 

The lowly fhephenTs votive drain, 
Who tunes his reed amidft his rural chear, 
Fearful, yet not averfe, that Somerfetfhould hear* 

ODE to MEMORY. 1748. 

f\ Memory ! celeftial maid ! 

^^ Who glean'ft the flowerets cropt by time % 

And, fuffering not a leaf to jade, 

Preferv'ft the bloffoms of our prime j 
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lefbia kind. 

And 
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would exchange thy glowing lines, 
ive the lord of all that mines. 

let me chafe thofe vows away 
hich at ambition's fhrine I made y 
ever let thy lkill difpiay 
hofe anxious moments, ill repaid : 
from my bread that feafon rafe, 
I bring my childhood in its place. 

ig me the bells, the rattle bring, 
.nd bring the hobby I beftrode j 
en, pleas'd in many a fportiv* ring,, 
.round the room I jovial rode:- 
n let me bid my tyreidieu, 
ind bring the whittle that I blew.- 

;n will I mufe, and penfive fay, 
Vhy did not thefe enjoyments laftj, 
» fweetly wafted : L the day, 
Yhile innocence allowed to wifte!- 
ibition's toils alike are vain, 
tah! for pleafure yield us pain. 

7he Princess ELIZABETHS 
allad alluding to a flory recorded of her, 
fien (he was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554. 

171 L X you hear how once repining 

* Great Eliza captive lay ? 

ch ambitious thought refigning, 

Foe to riches, pomp, andfway. 

While 
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While the nymphs and fwains delighted 

Tript around in all their pride 5 
Envying joys by others flighted, 

Thus the royal maiden cryM.- 
•* Bred on plains, or born in vallies* 

Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu? 
Stranger to the arts of malice. 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 
Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfure never taught to bear : 
Love is all the fhepherd's pleafure 5. 

Love is all the damfel's care.* 
How can they of humble ftation 

Vainly blame the powers above ? 
Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 

Love- like air is widely given ; 

Power nor chance can thefe reftrain 3 
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven I 

Only pureft on the plain ! 
Peers can no fuch charms difcover, 

All in ftars and garters dreft, 
,As, on Sundays, does the lover 

With his nofegay on his breaft. 
Pinks and rofes in profufion, 

Said to fade when Chloe's near f 
Fopa may ufe the fame allufion j 

But the fhepherd is Jincere, 
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Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 

Chearly o'er the brimming pail j 
•Cowflips all around her fpringing 

Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Jfever yet did courtly maiden 

Move fo fprightly, look fo i air; 
^ever breaft with jewels laden 

Pour a fong fo void of care. 
Would indulgent heaven had granted 

Me forae rural damfeTs part ! 
All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been .my (hepherd's heart. 
Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 

Free from fetters, might I rove : 
^earlefs tafte the cryftal .fountains $ 

Peaceful fleep beneath .the grove. 
Sluftics had been more forgiving.; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 
Hone had envy'd jne when living ; 

Hone had triumph'd jD'er my tomb." 

ODE to a young LADY, 

Somewhat too folicitous about her manner o£ 

expreffion. 

C[ UR V E Y, my fair ! that lucid ftream, 
^ Adown the failing valley ftray j 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate :its winding way? 

A SO 
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So pleas'd I view thy wining hair 

In loofe diwovel'd ringlets flow: 
Not all thy art, not all thy care, 

Can there one (ingle grace bellow. 
.Survey again that verdant hill, 

With native plants enamei'd o?erj 
.Say, can the painter Vutmoft (kill 

Inftruft one flower to plcafe us more ? 
. As vain it were, with 'artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofty 
^A.nd oh may Laura, ere me try, 

With frefli vermilion paint the rofe. 
Hark how the wood -lark's tuneful throat 

Can every ftudy'd grace excel ; 
Let art conftrain the rambling note, 

And will (he, Laura, pleafe Co well? 
'Oh ever keep thy native eafe, 

By no pedantic law confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is,form'd to pleafe, 

* So Laura's words be not unkind. 

NANCY of the V A I- E. 

A BALLAD. 

u Nerine Galatea ! thymo mini dulcior. Hybl£ 
" Candidior cygnis 1 hedera formoflor alba f 

*Tp HE weflern iky was purpled otar 

■*• With every pleating ray ■: 
And flocks reviving, felt no more 
The fultry heats of day-: 
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When from an hazle's artlefs bower 

Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 
1 Hcbleft the fcene, he bleft the hour, 

While Nancy's praife he Tung. 
" Let fops with fickle falfenood range 

The paths of wanton love, 
While weeping maids lament their change* 

And fadden every grove ; 
But endleis bleflings crown the day 

I faw fair Efham's dale ! 
And every bleHmg find its way 

To Nancy of the Vale, 
Twas from Avona's banks the maid 

Diffus'd her lovely beams ; 
And every mining glance difplay'd 

The Naiad of the ftreams. 

Soft as thfwfld-duck's tender young t 

That floats on Avon's tide $ 
Bright as the water-lily, fpnmg, 

And glittering near itS'fide. 

frefli as *thc bbrdering flowers, her bloom : 

Her eye, all mild to view 5 
The little halcyon's attire plttme 

Was never half fo t>lae. 
Her fhape was like the reed fo (leek, 

So taper, ftrait, and fair $ 
Her dimpled froile, her blufhing cheek, 

ftow charming fweet tliey were ! 
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Far in the winding vale retir'd, 

This peerlefs bud I found; 
And (hadowing xock and woods xonfpir'd 

To fence her beauties round. 
That nature in fo lone a dell 

Should form a nymph Co fweet 4 
Or fortune to her Jecret cell 

.Conduit my wandering feet ! 
Cay lordlings Ibught her for their bride, 

But (he would ne'er incline.: 
g€ Prove to your equals true, (he -cry'd., 

As I will prove to mine/ 

*Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 

Has won my right good will j 
To him I gave ray plighted vow* 

With him I *11 climb the hill.*' , 
Struck with .her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the conftaut fair .5 
To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future caoe. 
And when this vow wall faithlefs provf^ 

Or I thole charms forego ; 
The ftream that iaw our tender love, 

That ftream (hall ceafe to flow. 



01 



ODES, SONGS, k 97 



DDE to INDOLENCE. 1750, 

\ H ! why for ever on the wing 

-** Perfifts my wearied foul to roam > 
f ky, ever cheated, ftrives to bring 

Or pleafure or contentment home ? 

*hus tlie poor bird, that draws his name 

From paradife's honoured gloves, 
'arelefs fatigues his little frame 5 

Nor finds the refting-place he loves, 
-o ! on the rural mofly bed 

My limbs with carelefs eafe reclin'd ; / 

\h, gentle floth ! indulgent fpread 

The fame foft bandage o'er my mind. 
For why mould lingering thought invade, 

Yet every worldly profpeft cloy ? 
Lend me, foft floth, thy friendly aid, 

And give me peace, debarr'd of joy* 
Lov'ft thou yon calm and filent flood, 

That never ebbs, that never flows ; 
Protected by the circling wood 

From each tempeftuous wind that blows ? 
An altar on its bank fliall rife, 

Where oft thy votary fliall be found ; 
What time pale autumn lulls the Ikies, 

And fickening verdure fades around. 

H Ye 
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Ye bufy race, ye factious train. 

That haunt ambition's guilty fhrine 5, 
No more perplex the world in vain, 

But offer here your vows with mine 
And thou, puifTant queen f be kind r 

If e'er I fharM thy balmy power j 
If e'er I fway'd my active mind 

To weave for thee the rural bower j. 
Diflblve in deep each aaxious care j 

Each unavailing figh remove j 
And only let me wake to fhare, 

The fweets of friendfhip and of love. 

ODE to HEALTH. 173a. 

riHEALTH, capricious maid ! 

^^ Why doft thou fhun my peaceful bower, 

Where I had hope to fhare thy power, 

And blefs thy lafting aid ? 

Since thou, alas ! art flown, 
It 'vails not whether Mufe or Grace, 
With tempting fmile, frequent the place t 

I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy ftay ; 
Thou yet might v ft aft the friendly part ; 
Thou yet might'ft raife this languid heart; 

Why fpeed fo fwift away ? 

Tl 
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Thou fcorn'ft the city-air j 
breathe frefli galea o'er furrow'd ground* 
Tet haft not thou my wiihes crown'd, 

falfe ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave > 

Vjid though with pureft hand I raife 
1 rural altar to thy praife, 

Thou wilt not deign to fave. 

Amid my well-known grove, 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair, 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear'ft the fportfman's claim j x 
Enabling him, with idle noife, 
To drown the Mufe*s melting voice, 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu, 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes I 
Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet, 'midft his unremitting fnows, 
The poor Laponian*s bofom glows , 

And (hares bright rays from thee. 

There was, there was a time, 
When, though I fcornM thy guardian care > 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a prayer, 

I did not rue the crime. 

H * Wha 
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Who then more bleft than I ? 
When the glad fchool-boy's talk was done, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, I run 

To freedom, and to joy ? 

How jovial then the day ! 
What fince have all my labours found, 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around, 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears, 
Nor leflen'd hopes, nor growing cares, 

Could fink my chearful mind. 

Whate'er my ftars include j 
What other breafts convert to pain, 
My towering mind mail foon diidarn, 

Should fcom— Ingratitude ! 

Repair this mouldering cell, 
And bleft with objects found at home, 
And envying none their fairer dome, 

How pleas'd my foul mould dwell ; 

Temperance mould guard the doors ; 
From room to room mould memory ftray, 
And ranging all in neat array, 

Enjoy her pleafing ftores— 

There let them reft unknown, 
The types of many a pleafing fcene : 
But to preferve them bright or clean, 

Is thine, fair Queen ! alone. 
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To a LADY of QUALITY*, 
Fitting up her Library. 1738. 

H ! what is fciencc, what is ait, 
Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
Ye trophies, which the learn M purfue 
Through endlefs fruitlefs toils, adieu ! 
What can the tedious tomes beftow, 
To foothc the miferies they fliew ? 
What, like the blifs for him decreed, 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed ! 
Say, wretched fancy ! thus rehVd 
From all that glads the fimpleft hind, 
How rare that object which fupplies. 
A charm for too difcerning eyes ! 
The poliftVd bard, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain : 
As each invading blaft devours 
The richeft fruits, the faireft flowers. 
Sages, with irkfome wafte of time, 
The fteep afcent of knowledge climb $ 
Then from the towering heights they fcale. 
Behold contentment range — the vale. 

Yet why, Aftejia, tell us why 
We fcorn the crowd, when you are nigh j 
Why then does reafon -feem fo fair, 
Why learning, then, deferve our care ? 

H 3 % ■ Who 

* Lady Luxborough. 
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Who can unpleas'd your (helves behold, 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 
What force the brightest genius draws 
From poliih'd wifdom's written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown } 
What ftrange perfection bids us own 
Thatl>li6 with toilfome fcience dwells, 
And happieft he, who moft excells ? 

Upon a Visit to the fame, in Winter* 
1748. 

f\ N fair Aftertax blifaful plains, 
^•^ Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we pafs the winter's day 3 
And charm the dull-ey'd fpleen away ! 

No linnet, from the leaflef6 bough, 
Pours forth her note melodious now ; 
But all admire Afteria's tongue, 
Nor wifh the linnet's vernal fong. 
No flowers emit their tranfient rays t 
Yet fure Afteria's wit difplays 
More various tints, more glowing lines, 
And with perennial beauty mines. 

Though .rifled graves and fetter' d ftrj»am« 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams : 
Afteria's prefence wakes the lyre j 
And well fupplies poetic fire. 
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I*he fields have loft their lovely dye j 
Sfo chearful azure decks the iky $ 
ifet ftill we blefs the louring day j 
Aileria fmiles—and all is gay. 
Hence let the Mufe no -more prefume, 
To blame the winter^ dreary gloom 5 
Accufe his loitering hours no more; 
But ah ' their envious hafte deplore ! 
For foon, from wit and friendfhip's reign, 
The focial hearth, the fprightly vein, 
I go—to meet the coming year* 
On favage plains, and deferts drear I 
I -go— to feed on pleafures flown, • 
Nor find the fpring my lots atone 4 . 
But 'mid the flowery fweets of May 
With pride xecal this winter's day. 



a Irregular ODE after Si ckn ess. 1749* 
" — Melius^ cum venerit ipfa, canemus*" 

"^p O O long a ftranger to repofe, 
~ At length from pain's abhorred couch I -role, 
And wanderld forth alone j 
To court once more the balmy breeze. 
And catch the verdure of the trees,, 
Ere yet^their charms were flown* 
Twas from a bank with panfies gay 
i haHM once more the chearful day # 

JH 4 T3* 
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The fun's forgotten beams : 

fun ! how pleating were thy rays^ 
Refle&ed from the poliuVd face 

Of yon refulgent (beams ! 

Rais'd by the fcene, my feeble tongue 
Efiay'd again the fweets of fong : 
And thus, in feeble ftrains and flow, 
The loitering numbers *gan to flows. 

" Come, gentle air! my languid limbs reftort, 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian^ihore : 
For furc I heard the tender figlis, 

1 feem'd to join the plaintive cries 

Of haplefs youths, who through the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfiniuVd love i 

To that un joyous clime, 
Torn from the fight of thefe etherial ikies j 
Debarr'd the luftre of their Delia's eyes ; 

And baniftfd in their prime. 

Come, gentle air ! and, while the thickets bloom 
Convey the jafmine's breath divine ; 

Convey the woodbine's rich perfume, 
Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 

And may 1 ft thou ftiun the rugged ftorm 
Till health her wonted charms explain, 
With rural pleafure in her train, 

To greet me in her faireft form. 

While from this lofty mount I view 
The fons of earth, the vulgar crew, 

4 An* 
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nxious for futile gains beneath me ftray, 

feek with erring ftep contentment's obvious way. 

)me, gentle air ! and thou, celeftial Mule, 
Thy genial flame infufe } 

tiough to lend a penfive bofom aid, 

And gild retirement's gloomy made j 

Enough to rear fuch ruftic lays 

: oes may flight, but paitial friends willpratle." 
The gentle air allowed my claim ; 
And, more to chear my drooping frame, 
She mix'd the balm of opening flowers $ 
Such as the bee, with chemic powers, 
From Hybla's fragrant hills inhales, 
Or fcents Sabea's blooming vales. 

ut ah ! the nymphs that heal the penfive mind, 
By prefcripts more rcfin'd, 

[egle& their votary's anxious moan : 
how mould they relieve ?— the Mufes all wex» 

flown. 
By flowery plain, or woodland ihades, 
I fondly fought the charming maids $ 
By woodland fhades, or flowery plain, 
I fought them, faithlefs maids ! in vain f . 

When lo ! in happier hour, 
I leave behind my native mead, 

% To range where zeal and friendship lead, 
To vifit Luxborough's honour* d bower. 

1 foolifli man ! to feek the tuneful maids 
other plains, or near lefs verdant (hades ; 

Scarce 
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Scarce have my foot-fteps prefs'd the favour'd grow 
When founds etherial ftrike my ear j 
At once celeftial forms appear | 

My fugitives are found I 
The Mufes here attune their^lyres, 
Ah partial ! with unwonted fires ; 
Here, hand in hand, with carelefs mien, 
The fportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilft I wander'd o'er a fcene fo fair, 

Too well at one furvey I trace, 

How every Mufe, and every Grace, 
Had long employ'd their care. 
Lurks not a ftone enrich'd with lively (lain, 

Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ftore, 
Falls not a plume on India's dillant plain, 

Glows not a (hell on Adria's rocky fhore, 
But, torn methought from native lands or feas, 
From their arrangement, gain freih power to pl< 

And fome had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeckt with every fhrub that blows ; 

And fbme entwin'd the willing fprays, 
To fhield th' ilhiftrious dame's repofe : 

Others had grac'd the fprightly dome, 
And taught the portrait where to glows 
Others arranged the .curious tome $ 
Or, 'mid the decorated fpace, 
Affign'd the laurel'd bull a place, 
And^iven to learning all the j>omp of ihow. 
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And now from every talk withdrawn, 
They met and friik'd it o'er the lawn. 

Ah ! woe is me, faid I ; 
id # * * 's hilly circuit heard my cry. 
Have I for this, with labour ftrove, 

And lavilh'd all my little ttore 
To fence tor you my fliady grove, 

And fcollop every winding fhore 5 
And fringe with every purple role, 
he fapphire ftream that down my valley flows r 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids \ 
To quit unfeen my votive Jhades, 
When pale difeafe, and torturing pain, 
Had torn me from the breezy plain, 
And to a reftlefs couch contnfd, 
Who ne'er your wonted talks declined* 
She needs not your officious aid 
To fwell the fong, or plan the (hade j 

By genuine fancy fir'd, 
Her native genius guides her hand, 
And while fhe marks the fage command, 
More lovely fcenes her Jkill mail raife, 
Her lyre refound with nobler lays 

Than ever you infpirM. 
Thus I may rage and grief difplay j 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 
Nor wtfi a Grace or Mufe return 

Till Luxborough lead the way. 
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To a LADY, with fomc coloured Patt 
Flowers, O&ober 7, 1736. 

Madam! 
*Tp HOUGH rude the draughts, though art 
**• the lines, 
From one unfkill'd in verfe, or in defigns ; 
Oft has good^nature been the fool's defence, 
And honeft meaning gilded want of fenfe. 

Fear not, though flowers and beauty grace : 
To praife one fair, another ihall decay. 
No lily, bright with painted foliage, here, 
Shall only languifh, when Seiinda's near : 
A Fate reversed no fmiling rofe fhall know, 
Nor with reflected luftre doubly glow. 
Praifes which languifh when apply'd to you, 
Where flattering fchemes feem obvioufly true. 

Yet Aire your fex is near to flowers ally'd, 
Alike in ibftnefs, and alike in pride : 
Foes to retreat, and ever fond to fliine, 
Both njfti to danger, and the /hades decline j. 
Expos*d, % the Ihort-liv'd pageants of a day, 
To painted flies or glittering fops a prey : 
Chang' d with each wind, nor one fliort day t 
Each clouded Iky affects their tender frame. 
In glaring Chloe's man-like tafte and mien, 
Are the grofs fplendors of the Tulip feen : 
Diftant they ftrike, inelegantly gay, 
To the near view no pleafing charms difplay. 
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To fcrm the nymph, a vulgar wit muft join, 

As coarfer foils will nioft the flower refine. 

Ophelia's beauties let the Jafinine paint, 

Too faintly foft, too nicely elegant. 

Around with feeming fan&ity endued, 

The Paflion -flower may beft exprefs the Prude, 

Like the gay Rofe, too rigid Silvia mines, 

While, like its guardian thorn, her virtue joins — 

Happy the nymph ! from all their failures free, 

Happy the nymph ! in whom their charms agree. 

Faint thefe productions, till you bid difclofe, 
The Pink new fplendors, and frefh tints the Rofe : 
And yet condemn not trivial draughts like thefe, 
Form'd to improve, and make ev'n trifles pleafe. 
A power like yours minuter beauties warms, 
And yet can blaft the moft afpiring charms : 
Thus, at the rays whence other objects ftiine, 
The taper fickens, and its flames decline. 
When by your art the purple Violet lives, 
And the pale Lily fprightlier charms receives : 
Garters to me (hall glow inferior far, 
And with lei's pleafing luftre mine the ftar. 

Let ferious triflers, fond of wealth or fame, 
On toils like thefe beftow too foft a name 5 ' 
Each gentler art with wife indifference view, 
And fcorn one trifle, millions to purfue : 
Wore artful I, their fpecious fchemes deride, 
Fond to pleafe you, by you in thefe employMy 
A nobler tafk, or more fublime defire, 
Ambition ne'er could form, nor pride infpire : 



Tfc*. 
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asM ev'n to hear her fex's virtues fhewn, 
d blind to none's perfe&ions but her own : 
lilft, humble fair ! of thefe too few fhe knows, 
: owns too many for the world's repofe i 
>m wit's wild petulance ferenely free, 
: bleft in all that nature can decree, 
t like a fire, which, whilft it bums, alarms j 
tnodeft flame, that gently mines and warm* : 
lofc mind, in every light, can charms difplay, 
ith wifdom ierious, and with humour gay j 
\ as her eyes in each bright pofture warm, 
id fiercely ftrike, or languifhingly charm : 
ch are your honours— mentioned to your coft, 
lofe leaft can hear them, who deierve them moft : 
t ah I forgive— the lefs inventive Mufe, 
e'er fhe fing, a copious theme mutt chufe. 

ritten in a Flower Book of my own Colourings 
defigned for Lady Plimouth. 1753-4* 

" Debita; nymphis opifex coronae." Hoa» 

D RING, Floara, bring thy treasures here, 
** The pride of all the blooming yearj 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 
To crown this fair, this peerlefs dame ! 

But ah ! fince envious winter lours, 
And Hewell meads refign their flowers* 
Let art and friendftiip joint eflay 
Diffufe their flowerets, in her way. 

Not 
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Not nature can herfelf prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lefba's hair, 
Whofe temper, like her forehead^ fraooth, 
Whofe thoughts and accents form'd to foodie, 
Whofe pleafing mien, and make refin'd, 
Whole artlefs breaft, and polifh'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
Deferv'd and won my Plymouth's love. 



ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

J'Tp WAS in a cool Aonian glade, 

•*• The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil, 
Had fought refrefhment from the fhade ; 

And ftretch'd him on the mdfly foil. 
A vagrant Mufe drew nigh, and found 

The fubtle traitor faft afleep; 
And is it thine to fnore profound, 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep? 
But hum — from this aufpicious hour, 

The world, I ween, may reft in peace; 
And, robb'd of darts, and ftript of power, 

Thy peevifh petulance decreafe. 
•Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw, 

And this thy vile artillery hide- 
When the Caftalian fount me faw, 

And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 
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lat magic fount— til -judging maid ! 
Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
u darM the mafts of love invade; 
A.nd gave his arms redoubled fway. 
r in a ftrearn Co wonderous clear, 
When angry Cupid fearches round, 
ill not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive fpoils be found ? 
o foon they were ; and every dart, 
3ipt in the Mufe's myftic fpring, 
qiuYd new force to wound the heart} 
&nd taught at once to love and ling. 

len farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 
For who will now your altars throng ? 
Dm love we learn to fwell the lyre j 
And echo afks no fweeter fong. 

ODE. Written 1739. 
' Urit fpes animi crgdula mutui." Ho R . 

Tp WAS not by beauty's aid alone, 
-*• That love ufurpM his airy throne, 
His boafted power diiplay'd : 
'is kindnefs that fecures his aim, 
Is hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Which beauty firft conveyed. 
Clara's eyes, the lightnings view; 
er lips with all the rofe's hue 

I Have 
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Have all its fweets combined j 
Yet vain the bluih, and faint the fire, 
Till lips at once, and eyes confpire 

To prove the charmer kind— 

though wit might gild the tempting fhare„ 
With fofteft accent, fweeteft air, 

By envy's felf admir'd 5 
If LefbiVs wit betray'd her fcorn, 
In vain might every Grace adorn 

What every Mufe infpir'd. 

Thus airy Strephon tun'd his lyre— 
He fcorn'd the pangs of wild defire, 

Which love-fick fwains endure : 
RefolvM to brave the keeneft dart j 
Since frowns could never wound his heart j, 

And fmiles— muft ever cure. 

But ah ! how falfe thefe maxims prove, 
How frail fecurity from love, 

Experience hourly (hows ! 
Love can imaghVd fmiles Amply* 
On every charming lip and eye 

Eternal fweets beftows. 
In vain we truft the fair- one's eyes 5 
In vain the fage explores the (kies, 

To learn from ftars his fate : 
Till, led by fancy wide aftray, 
He finds no planet mark his way ^ 

Convinc'd and wife— too late* 
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^s partial to their words we prove ; 
Hieii boldly join the lifts of love, 

With towering hopes fupplyM : 
ee heroes, taught by doubtful ft&rines* 
liftook their deity's defigns ; 

TJttn took the field— and dy'd. 

The DYING KID. 

" Optima quaeque dies miferis mortalibus aevi 
" Prima fugit ** VijlG. 

\ Tear bedews my Delia's eye> 
*- To think yon playful kid muftdie $ 
rom cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 
luft, in his prime of life, recede 1 

rewhile, in fportive circles round 

he faw him wheel, and frifk, and bound j 

rom rock to rock purfue his way, 

Lnd, oa the fearful margin, play. 

'leas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
he faw him climb my ruftic cell 5 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
bid feem all ravifiYd at the fight. 

he tells, with what delight he flood, 
To trace his features in the flood : 
Then fkip'd aloof with quaint amaze ;, 
Vnd then ,drew near again to gaze„ 

I 2 $fc 
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She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed 5 
And how with critic face profound, 
And ftedfaft ear, devoured the found.. 
His every frolic, light as air, 
Deferves the gentle Delia's care $ 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful kid muft die.— 

But knows my Delia, timely wile, 
How foon this blamelefs sera flies ? 
While violence and craft: fucceed ; 
Unfair defign, and ruthlefs deed ! 

Soon woutd the vine hi*wounds deplore y . 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 
Ah foon, eras'd from every grove 
Were Delia's name, and Strephon*s lov*- 
No more thofe bowers might Strephou fe*,. 
Where firft he fondly gaz'd on thee 5 
No more thofe beds of flowerets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd- 
Each wayward pafiion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but infipid age, remain ? 
Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life fo fliort a date ; 
And I will join thy tendered fighs, 
To think that youth fo fwiftly flies !' 

SO 
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S ON G S, 

"Written chiefly between tfce Year 1737 and 174Z. 

S O N G I. 

T Told my nymph, I told her true, 
** My fields were fmall, my flocks were few } 
While faultering accents (poke ray fear, 
That Flavia might not prove fincere, 

Of crops deftroy'd by venial cold, 
And vagrant ftieep that left my fold : 
Of thefe me heard, yet bore to hear 5 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 
How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and fhed a generous tear $ 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 
How, if fiie deign my love to bids, 
My Flavia muft not hope for drefs ; 
This too flie heard, and frail'd to hear ; 
And Flavia Aire muft be fincere. 
Go (hear your flocks, ye jovial fwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Diijpoird of ail which you revere, 
1 know my Flavia' s love fincere. 

I 3 $ O >< G 

J 



lit SHtNSTONE'S POEMS. 

SONG II. The Landskif. 

HO W pleas'd within my native bowers 
Ere while I pafrd the day ( 
Was ever fcene fo deck'd with flowers r 

Were ever flowers fo gay ? 
How fweetly fimTd the hilly the vale, 

And all the landflcip round ! 
The river gliding down the dale ! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 
But now, when urg'd by tender woes 

I fpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and dream my zeal oppofe, 

And check my fond career. 
No more, fince Daphne was my theme. 

Their wonted charms I fee : 
That verdant hill, and filver ftream. 
Divide my love and me. 

so n g in; 

^KfE gentle nymphs and generous dames, 
* That rule o'er every Britifh mind ; 
fie fure ye foothe their amorous flames, 

Be fure your laws are not unkind. 
For hard it is to wear their bloom 

In unremitting fighs away « 
To mourn the night's oppreflive gloom, 

A>nd faintly blefs the rifmg day. 
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And cruel 'twere a free-born fwain, 

A Britifh youth, fliould vainly moan 5 
Who, fcornful of a tyrant's chain, 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 
Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fteel, 

Could e'er thofe, gallant minds fubejue, 
Who beauty's wounds with pleafure feel, 

And boaft the fetters wrought by you. 

SONG IV. TheSKY-LARn. 

A"> O, tuneful bird, that glad'ft the flues, 
^-* To Daphne's window fpeed thy way 5 
And there on quivering pinions rife, 
And there thy vocal art difplay. 

And if me deign thy notes to hear, 

And if (he praife thy matin fong, 
Tell her, the founds that foothe her ear, 

To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array' d, 

The bird from Indian groves may .fhine 5 
But aflc the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes comparM to thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witlefs benu 

And all his flaunting race with feern ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who fings her praife, and fings forlorn. 

I 4 .SO K G 
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SONG V. 

M Ah I ego non aliter trifles cvincerc morl 
M Optareni, quam te fie quoque Telle pi 

f\ N every tree, in every plain, 
^^ I trace the jovial fjjring in vain ! 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faft my waning vigour flies. 
Nor flowery plain, nor budding tree, 
That fmile on other, fmile on me ; 
Mine eyes from death fhall court repofc, 
Nor flicd a tear before they clofe. 

What blifs to me can feafons bring ? 
Or what the needlefs pride of fpring ? 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

'Tis true, my vine fo frefli and fair 
Might claim a while my wonted care 5 
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield j 
So white a flock, fo green a field ! 
My friends, that each in kindnefs vie, 
Might well expeft one parting figh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear j 
For when was Damon unfincere ? 
But ere I aflc once more to view 
Yon fetting fun his race renew, 
Inform me, fwains 5 my friends, declare, 
Will nitying Delia join the prayer? 
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SONG VI. 

The Attribute ofViNUs. 

I7ES} Fulvia is like Venus fair 5 
* Has all her bloom, and fliape and airs 
Jut ftill, to perfect every grace, 
ihe wants —the fmile upon her face. 
The crown majeftic Juno wore; 
^.nd Cynthia's brow the crefcent bore, 
\.n helmet mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But fmiles diftinguifli'd beauty's queen. 
Her train was form'd of fmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleft doves ! 
And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 

Then fmile, my fair ; and all whofe aim 
Afpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ftone, 
Shall take their forms from you alone. 

T 

SONG VII. 1744. 

*"p H E lovely Delia fmiles again ; 
* That killing frown has left her brow 1 
Can (he forgive my jealous pain, 
And give me back my angry vow f 

Lot* 
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Love is an April's doubtful clay : 

A while we fee the tempeft lower 5 
Anon the radiant heaven furvey, 

And quite forget the flitting fhower. 
The flowers, that hung their languid head, 

Are burniuVd by the tranfient rains } 
The vines their wonted tendrils fpread, 

And double verdure gilds the plains." 
The fprightly birds, that droop'd no lefs 

Beneath the power of.rain and wind, 
In every raptur'd note, exprefs 

The joy I feel— When thou art kind. 

SONG VIII. 1742. 

TI7HEN bright Roxana treads the gfeen, 

* * In all the pride of drefs and mien - t 
Averfeto freedom, love, and play, 
The dazzling rival of the day : 
None other beauty ftrikes mine eye, 
The lilies droop, the rofes die. 
But when, difclaiming art, the fak 
Aflumes a foft engaging air ; 
Mild as the opening morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free, and gay 5 
The fcene improves, where'er (he goes, 
More fweetly fmile the pink and roiib* 
<0 lovely maid 1 propitious hear, 
-Nor deem thy fhepherd infincere 5 
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3Pity a wild illufive flame, 
That varies objects ftill the fame 5 
-And let their very changes prove 
The never-vary'd force of love, 

•SONG IX. 1743. Valentine's Dat- 

jnp I S faid that under diftant flcies, 

-*- Nor you the fact deny ; 
What ftrft attracts an Indian's eyes 

Becomes his deity. 
Perhaps a lily, or a rofe, 

That mares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking fwain difclofe 

The regent of -the day. 
Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

Enrich'd with fragrant power, 
May tempt liis vagrant eyes to rove, 

Where blooms the fovereign flower, 

Perch'd on the cedar's topmaft bough. 

And gay with gilded wings, 
Perchance, the patron of his vow, 

Some artlefs linnet fmgs. 

The fwain furveys her pleas'd, afraid, 

Then low to earth he bends 5 
And owns, upon her friendly aid* 

His health, his life, depends. 

Vain 
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Vain futile idols, bird or flower, 

To tempt a votary** prayer !— 
How would his humble homage tower, 

Should he behold my fair! 
Yes— might the pagan's waking eyes, 

O'er Flavia's beauty range, 
He there would fix his lafting choice, 

Nor dare, nor witfi to change. 

SONG X. 1743. 

*TTt H E fatal hours are wonderous near, 
**- That, from thefe fountains, bear m) 
.A little fpace is given $ in vain 1 
•She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain. 
A little fpace, for me to prove 

"My boundlefs flame, my endlefs love; 
And, like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that fpace devours. 

.Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day 5 
No eaftern monarch's dazzling pride 

*3>hall draw my longing eyes afide. 
The chief that knows of fuccours nigh, 
And fees his mangled legions die, 
•Cafts not a more impatient glance, 
To fee the loitering aids advance. 

.Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
Par from his native home, requires 
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To fee fome friend's familiar face, 
Or meet a parent's laft embrace- 
She comes— but ah ! what crowds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe ! 
Oh! better hadft thou ihun'd the green, 
Oh, Delia ! better far unfeen. 
Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free— 
'Tis more than death to part from thee ! 

SONG XI. 1744. 

pE R H A P S it is not love, faid I, 

That melts my foul when Flavia 's nigh* 
Where wit and fenfe like her's agree, 
One may be pleasM, and yet be free. 
The beauties of her polilh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find j 
The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wifli the gentle Flavia well. 
It is not love— averfe to bear 
The fervile chain that lovers wear ; 
kt, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts difpel— it is not love— 
°h ! when did wit fo brightly mine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 
!t is—it is love's fubtle fire, 
**& ladec friendlhip lurks defirc 

SONG 
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SONG XII. 1744. 

/*\ ' E R defert plains, and rufhy meers,, 
^^ And withered heaths, I rove ; 
Where tree, nor fpirc, nor cot appears, 

I pafs to meet my love. 
But though my patli were damaik'd o'er 

With beauties e"er lb fine ; 
My bufy thoughts would fly before 

To fix alone — on thine. 
No fir-crown'd hills could give deligftt 

No palace pleafe mine eye : 
No pyramid's aerial height, 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 
Unmov'd, mould Eaftern kings advance j 

Could I the pageant fee : 
Splendour might catch one fcornful glance* 

Not fteal one thought from thee. 

SONG XIII. The Scholar's Rei 

*D Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a 1 
•*^ Where whifper'd the beech, and whe 

mur'd the rill ; 
I vow'd to the Mufes my time and my care, 
Since neither could win me the fmiles of m 
free I rangd like the birds, like the bird* fn 
And Delia's lov'd name fcarce efcap'd from m; 
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if once a frnooth accent delighted my ear, 
uld wifli, unawares, that my Delia might hear* 
.1 faireft ideas my bofom I ftor'd, 
ifive to none but the nymph I ador'd ! 
the more I with ftudy my fancy refin'd r 
deeper impreflion me made on my mind* 
)ng as of nature the charms. I purfue, 
1 muft my Delia's dear image renew : 
Graces have yielded with Delia to rove,. 
'. the Mules are all in alliance with Love. 

SONG XIV. The Rose-Bud,. 

I E, Daphne, fee, Florelio ery'd, 
And learn the fad effects of pride j. 
1 ftielter'd rofe, how fafe conceal'd I 
r quickly blafted, when reveal'dl 
fun with warm attractive rays, 
ipts it to wanton in the blaze t 
ale fucceeds fromEaftern ficies, 

I all its blufhing radiance dies, 
rou, my fair, of charms divine, 

tl quit the plains, top fond to (hine 
iere fame's tranfporting rays allure* 
nigh here more happy, more fecure* 
r breath of fome neglefted maid v 

II make you figh you left the made 1 
>reath to beauty's bloqm unkind, 

i to the rofe, an Eaftern wind* 
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The nymph reply'd —You nrft, my fwain. 
Confine your fonncts to the plain j 
One envious tongue alike difarms, 
You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 
What is, unknown, the poet's (kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 
Or what the rofe's blum, unfeen ? 
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NO more, ye warbling birds, rejoice : 
Of all that chear'd the plain, 
Echo alone preferves her voice, 
And (he— repeats my pain. 

Where'er my love-fick limbs I lay, 

To rtiun the raining wind, 
It8 bufy murmurs teems to fay, 

" She never will be kind 1" 

The Naiads, o^er their frozen urns, 

In icy chains repine ; 
And each in Allien nlence mourns 

Her freedom loft, like mine I 
Soon will the fun's returning rays 

The chearlefs froft controul 5 
When will relenting Delia chafe 

The winter of my foul ? 

x & 
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SONG XVI. Pap^^e's Visit. 

V"E birds ! for whom I rear-d the grove, 

With melting lay falute my love : 
Vly Daphne with your notes detain 4 
)r I have rear"d my grove" in vain. 
■ t flowers ! before her footfteps rifej 
>ifplay at once your brightest dyes j 
hat (he your opening, charms inay fee-: 
r what were all your charms to roe ? 
ind Zephyr ! bni/h each fragrant flower*. 
nd ihed its odours round my bower; : ' 

• never more, O gentle wind, 
all I, from *thee, "refreihment find. 
'. (beams 1 if e'er your banks I lovM, 
e'er your native founds .improved, 
ly each foft murmur foothe my fair 1 . 
, oh ! 'twill deepen my defpair. 
id thou, my grot ! wfcofedonely bounds 
e melancholy pine furrounds, 
ly Daphne praife -thy peaceful gloom ! 
thou (halt prove her Damon's tomb. 

) N G XVIL Written in a Colleaion of 

Bacchanalias Songs* 
DIE U, ye jovial youths, who join 
^ To plunge old cave jn floods of winef 
id, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
kern him ftruggling in the bowl. 

K Not 
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Not yet is hope fo wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought fo tedious grown, 
But limpid ftream and fludy tret 
Retain, as yet, fame fweete for me. 
And fee through yonder fiknt grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove; 
With pride her footAeps I purfue, 
And bid our frantic joys adieu. 
The fole canfufion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes infpire : 
I fcorn the snadnefs you approve, 
And value reafon next to love. 

SONG XVIII. 

TT7 HEN bright Ophelia treads the gJ 
* ▼ In all tht pride of drefs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, mirth,- and play, 
The lofty fival of the days 
Methinks to my enchanted eye, 
The lilies &oop, the roles Ale 

But when, difiaining art, the fair 
Aflumet a foft, engaging air : 
Mild as the opening morn of May, 
And as die fea&er'd warblers gay : 
The fcene improves .whether ihe goes, 
More ffWtly ftniles the.piat apd rose* 
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O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor think thy Damon infincere. 
Pity my wild delufive flame : 
For though .the dowers are ftiJl the fame, 
To me they languid*, or improve, 
And plainly tell me that I love. 

SONG XIX. Imitated from the French^ 

jrE S, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray'oT 
' But uSort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 
i the bloom of her youth to a cloy Iter (he run- 5 
1 the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun ! 
1-grounded, no doubt, a devotion mult prove 
> fatal to beauty, fo -killing to love ! 

es, thefe are the meadows, the fhrubs, and the plains ; . 
nee the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pains j . 
[pw many foft moments I fpent in this grove! 
[ow fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
e ftiH though, 4ny heart! thine emotion give o'er | 
.emember, the feafon of love is no more* 

Vith her how I ftray'd amid fountains and bowers, 
)r loiter'd behind and colle&ed the flowers ! 
Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one purfued, 
^.nd to think with what kindnefs my garland (he view'd ! 
Jut be ftill, my fond heart! this amotion give o'er ! 
r ain would'ft thou forget thou rauft love her no more* 

K* A frA- 
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A PARODY. 

WHEN firft, Philander, firft I came • 
Where Avon rolls his winding ftream, 
The nymphs— how brifk I the fwains— how gay! 
To fee Afteria, Queen of May \ — 
The parfons round, her praifes fungi 
The fteeptes, with her praifes rung 1 — 
I thought— no fight, that e'er was feen, 
Could match the fight of BareTs-green! -* 

But now, fince old Eugenio dy'd— 
The chie/ of poets, and the pride- 
Now, meaner bards in vain afpire 
To raife their voice, to tune their lyre! 
Their lovely feafon, now, is o'er! 
Thy notes, Florelio, pleafe no more ! 
No more Afteria's fmiles are feen! — 
Adieu ! — the fweets of Barel's-green ! 



The HALCYON. 

WH Y o*er the verdant banks of Oott 
Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo faft 1 
•Tis all becaufe fh« would hot lofc 

Her favourite calm that will not laft. 
The fun with azure paints the ikies, 

The ftream refle&s each flowery iprayt 
And frugal of her time fhe flies 
To take hex &Y1 o£ Vm *a& \>V»j* 
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See her, when rugged Boreas blows, 

Warm in fome rocky cell remain j 
To feek for pleafure, well (he knows, 

Would only then enhance the pain* . 
Defcend, me cries, thou hated mower* 

Deform my limpid waves to-day, 
For I have chofe a fairer hour 

To take my fill of love and play* 
You too, my Silvia, fure will own 

Life's azure feafons fwiftly roll : 
And when* our youth or health is flown, 

To think of love but (hocks the foul*. 
Could Damon but deferve thy charms,, 

As thou art Damon's only theme ; 
He'd fly as quick to Delia's arms, 

A& yonder halcyon fkims the ftreamw 



QO dear my Lucio is to me, 

^ So well our minds and tenipers blend? j 

That feafons may for ever flee, 

And ne'er divide me from my friend j. 
But let the favoured boy forbear 
To tempt with love my only fair 

O Lyconj born, when every Mufe, 

When every Grace benignant fmil'd,. 
When all a: parent's bread could chufe^ 

To blefs her lov'3, her only cli\\&-v 



*"C*. 
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'Tis thine, fo richly grac'd, to prove 
More noble cares, than care* of love. 

Together we from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time,, 

Together musM in fearch of truth, 
O'er learned fage, or bard fublimej, 

And well thy cuhur'd breaft I knowy 

What wonderous treafare it can mow. 

Come^hen, refurae thy charming lyre,- 
And fing fome patriot's worth fublime„ 

Whilft I in fields of foft defne 

Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime ^ 

Whofe reed afpires but to difplay 

The flame that burns me night aad day. 

O come ! the dryads of the wood* 

Shall daily foothe thy ftudious mind, 
The blue-ey'd nymphs of yonder floods. 
. Shall meet and co.urt thee to be kind 5, 
And Fame fits liftening for thy lays 
To fwell her trump with Lucio's praife*. 

Like me, the ployer fondly tries 
To lure the fportfmen from her neft^ 

And fluttering on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly fhews her tQiturM breaft : 

O let him, confeious of her care, 
Pity her pains, and leam to fpare. 
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A PA S.T-O R A L O D E v 

To the Honourable Sir Richaud Lyttelton- 

*Ti HE mom difpens'd a dubious light, 
* A fullen mift had ftoPn from fight 

Each pieafiog vale and hill * 
"When Damon left hi» h amble bowers, 
To guard his flocks, to fence hi* flowers > 

Or check his wandering rill, 

"Though fchool'd from fortune's paths to. ffy m 
The fwain beneath each lowering fky, 

Would oft his fate bemoan 5 
That he in fy Ivan foades, forlorn 
&luft wade his carelefs ev'n and m6ro*» 

Nor praised, nor lovM, nor known - 

Ko frierld to fame's obftreperous noi&» 
Yet to the whifpers of her voice,. 

Soft murmuring, not a foe: 
The pleafures he through choice dcclinM* 
"When gloomy fogs deprefs'd : his mind, 

It griev'd bim to forego. 

Criev'd him to lurk the lakes befidc* 
"Where coots in rufhy dingles hide,. 

And moorcocks (bun the day > 
"While caitiff bitterns, tmdiftnay'd* 
ftemark the fwain's familiar (hade r 

And fcorn to ojjit their prey, -v 
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But fee the radiant fun once more 
The brightening face o£ heaven reftc 

And raife the doubtful dawn $ 
And, more to gild his rural fphere,. 
At once the brighteft train appear. 

That ever trod the lawn. 

Amazement chill M the Shepherd's fr 
To think * Bridgewater's honour 1 d : 

Should grace his ruftic cell ; 
That (he, on all whofe motions wait 
Diftinclion, titles, rank, and ftate, 

Should rove where fhepherds dwel 

But true it is, the generous mind,. 
i By candour fway.'d, by taftc renVd, 

Will nought but vice difdain j 
Nor will the breaft where fancy glow 
Deem every flower a weed, that blov 

Amid the defart plain. 

Befeems it fuch, with honour crown'i 
To deal its lucid beams around, 

Nor equal meed receive : 
At mod fuch garlands from the field, 
As cowflips, pinks, and panfies yield 

And rural hands can weave. 

Yet ftrive, ye (hepherds, ftrive to fine 
And wea? e the faireft of the kind, 

• The Duchefs, married to Sir R, 
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The prime of all the fpring j, 
P haply thus yon lovely fair 
Jay round their temples deign to wear 
The trivial wreaths you bring. 

how the peaceful halcyons play*d r 
r here , er the confcibus lake betray 'd : . 

-Athenian placid mien $, 

ov did 'the fprightlier linnets throng, 

^here Paphia's charms requir'd the fong,, 

\Mid hazel copfes green 5, 

o, Dartmouth on tKofe. banks reclinM,^ 
f hile bufy fancy calls to mind 

The glories of his line $ 
lethinks my cottage rears its head*. 
'He ruin'd walls of yonder ihed, ; 

-As through enchantment, mine. 

**t who the nymph that guides their way.?. : 
•ould ever nymph defcend to ftray 

Erom Hagley's fam'd retreat ? 
•lfe, by tire blooming- features fair, 
£1 * faultlefs make, 'the matchlefs- air, , 

Twere Cynthia's form compleat. 

>° would fome tuberofe delight,. 

^hat ftruck the pilgrim's wondering fight: 

'Mid lonely defarts drear $ 
* « as at eve, the fbvereign flower 
Difpenfes round its balmy power* 

And crowns the fragrant year. 
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Ah, now no more, the Jhepherclcry 
Muft I ambition's charm* deride* 

Her fubtle force diibwn $ 
No more of fawns or fairies dseam, 
While fancy, near each cryftal ftrea 

Shall paint thefe forms alonte. 

By low-brow'd rock, or patblefs me 
I deem'd that fplendour ne'er fliould 

My dazzled eyes aftray i 
But who r alas ! will dart contend^ 
if beauty add, or merit blend 

Its more illuftrious ray? 

Nor is it long— O plaintive (Wain I' 
Since Guemfey few without difdainj 

Where, hid in woodlands green r 
The * partner of his early days* 
And once the rival of his praife, 

Had ftol*n through life unfeen- 

Scarce faded is the vernal flower, 
Since Stamford left his honoured bo 

To fmile familiar here » 
O form'd by nature to difclofc 
How fair that courtefy which flows 

From focial warmth fincere. 

Nor yet have many moons decay 'd^ 
Since Poll To fought this lonely mad< 
Admir'd this rural maze i 

* THc^ were kVooV^ 
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The nobleftbreaft that virtue fires, 
The Graces lore, the Mufe infpires,. 
Might pant for Poilio's praife. 

Say Thornf©*- here, was known to refi£. 
*or him yon vernal ftatl dreir* 

Ah* never to return ! 
**> place of wit, and melting (trains,- 
Andfocial mirth, it now remains 

To -weep fcefide his unu 

Come then, myL*Ku«, come •neemortri 
Arid fringe thcmelanchoty fliore 

With rofes. and with bays* 
^v" hile I caoh wayward fate accufci 
That envy'd his- impartial Mu& 

To fing your>carly praife* 

While PhUo, to whofe favour'd fight,. 
Antiquity, with fuH delight, 

Her inraofo wealth difplay*} 
Beneath yon ruin* moulder'd wall » 
Shall mufe, and with his friend recall' 

The pomp of ancientr days, 

ftcrc too (hall Conway's name appear* 
He prais'd the dream fo lovely clear, 

That (hone the reeds among ; 
Vet clearnefs could it not difclofc, 
To match the rhetoric that flows 

Prom Conway's peltth'd t»ngi\Cr 
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Ev'n Pitt, whofe fervent periods roll 
Refiftlefs ! through the kindling foul 

Of fenates, councils, kings ! 
Though form'd for courts, vouchfaf *d to rovi 
Inglorious, through the Jhtpherd's grove,, 

And ope his bafhful tarings. 

But what can courts difcover more, 
Than thefe rude haunts have iecn- before* 

Each fount and (hady treej 
Have not thefe trees and fountains feen 
The pride of courts, the winning mien, 

Of peerfefs Ayleibury I 

And Grenville, (he whofe radiant eyes 
Have marked by (tow gradation rife- 

The princely piles of Stow* 
Yet pnus'd thefe unembelliuYd woods,. 
And frail'd to fee the babbling floods 

Through felf-worn mazes flow. 

Say, Dartmouth, who your banks admir'd* 
Again beneath your caves retired, 

Shall grace the penfive (hade j 
With all the bloom, with all the truth,. 
With all the fprightlinefs of youth,. 

By cool reflection fway'd? 

Brave, yet humane, (hall Smith appear* 
Ye failors, though, his name be dear, 

Think him not yours alone t 
Grant him in other inheres to charm,. 
The (hepherd's breads though mild are warm] 

And ours are all hU onto* 
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.y ttelton ! my honoured gueft, 
ild I defcribe thy generous breaft* 
*hy firm, ytt poliih'd mind ; 
v public love adorns thy name, 
v fortune too confpires with fame j 
'he fong ihould pleafe mankind. 

USES written towards the Clofe of the 
1748, to William Lyttelton, Efq; 

O W blithely pafs'd the fummer's day J 

How bright was every flower! 
le friends arriv'd, in circles gay« 
b vifit Damon's bower ! 
now, with ; filent ftep, I .range 
long ibme lonely more 9 
I Damon's bower, alas the change! 

gay with friends mo more, 
ty to crowds and cities borne • 
1 queft of joy *hey fteer ; 
ilft I, alasl am left forlorn, 
o weep the parting year I 
rnuVe Autumn ! how I grieve 
hy forrowing face to fee t 
in languid funs are taking leave '' 

f ^very drooping tree, * 

let me .not, with heavy eye, 
his dying fcene furvey ! 
e, Winter, hade; ufurptheJkyi 
ampleat my bower's decay, 

4 «w 
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Jll can I bear thesnotty caft 

Yon frckening leases retain; 
That fpeak at once of pleafure pan* 

And bode approaching pain. 

.At home unbleft, I gaze around, 

My diftant fcenes require ^ 
^Where all in murky valour* drown'cl 

Are hamlet, hill, and fpire. 

Though Thomfon, iwcet defcripiive barlS 

Infpiring Autumn fung ! 
Yet how mould we the months regard* 

That ftopp'd his flawing tongue ? 

Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft*. 

To whofe hard mate it fell ! 
For fare he was the gentleft breaft 

That ever fung £o weU. 

And fee, the fwallows now diibwn 

The roofs they lov'dWore | 
Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 

To glad fome happier .fliare. 

The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright* 

The fportfman's frantic deed \ 
While hounds and horns and yelk unite 

To drown the Mufe's reed* 

Ye fields with blighted herbage brown, 

Ye Ikies no longer blue ? 
Too much we fet\ from Sottotf?* fastr** 

To bear tfcefe iwmw fw&T^* 
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^Where is the mead's unfulrvM green ? 

The zephyr's balmy gale? 
-And where fweet frtenduip's cordial mien* 

That brighten'd every vale ? 

^VThat though the vine diiclofe her dyes, 

And boaft her purple ftore j' 

Kot all the vineyard's rich fuppliei 

Can foothe our forrows more. 

Ht ! he is gone, whofe moral ftrain 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 
He 1 he is gone, whofe focial vein 

SurpafsM the power of wine* 

Jaft by the dreams he deignM to praife, 

In yon fequefter'd grove, 
^o him a votive urn I raifej 

To him, and friendly love. 

^cs there, my friend ! forlorn and fad, 

1 grave your Thomfon*s name j 
And there, his lyre ; which fate forbad 

To found your growing fame. 

There mall my plaintive fong recount 

Dark themes of hopelefs.woe; 
Ajid fafter than the dropping fount. 

I *11 teach mines eyes to flow. 

There leaves, in fpite of Autumn green* 

Shall (hade the hallow'd ground j 
And Spring will there again be fan* 
To csdl forth flowers around* 
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But no kind funs will bid me (hare, 

Once more, his focial hour ; 
<Ah Spring! thou never canft repair 

This lofs, to Damon's bower. 



LOVE and MUSIC 
Written at Oxford, when youngs 

;Q H ALL Love alone for ever -claim 
*-* An univerfal right to fame, 

An undifputed fway ? 
Or has not Mufic equal charms, 
To fill the bread with ftrange alarms, 

And make the world obey ? 

The Thracian Bard, as Poets tell, 
■Could mitigate the Powers of hell j 

Ev'n Pluto's nicer ear ; 
His arts, no more than Love?*, we find 
To deities or men connVd, 

Drew brutes in crouds to hear. 

Whatever favourite paffion reign'd, 
The Poet ftill'his right maintained 

O'er all that nuig'd the plain s 
The fiercer tyrants could afTwage, 
Or fire the timorous into rage, 

Whene'er he chang'd the ftraiiu 

In milder lays the Bard began j 
;$oft notes through every finger ran, 
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u„<rcharmMthepl« e > 
And echomg *°™ ^i, 

Affume a gender &* ^^ ^^ 
When Cymon view atroJ> 

Herruby%».^S. erJ 

^atoldherbeauues^^^ 

^r^iriHownilhgefture known, 

And r M but equa^ power. 

It (hew d but q htUer found, 

When e*he varied <^«M 
p er cevvethe«r ote?urfttesJ 

The foarmg 1»* d j^ cooe., 

TUetimoro-sdove^o 

And Phao»elco^ ivefeen 

An equal P<>^ fcour the green, 
Incite the deer to K 

And chaceh.* barlang ^ 

SottimeshasLo^vv^^^ 

T ° C ^wTd7enUour-dbeau. 

Pr ° V °M treads the fauW^ 
When8UVia rtart of every f**»» 

Bv pleafingW»* K u ro n, 
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Our fpirits fink away. 
Enough, enough ! dear nymph, give o'er; 
And thou, great artift ! urge no more 

Thy unrdifted fway. 
Thus lore or found aft&s tfce mind : 
But when their various powers are jein'd, 

Fly, daring mortal, Ay! 
For when Selinda's charms appear, 
And I her tuneful accents hear— 

I burn, I faint, I die ! 

COMPARISON. 

J'Tp I S by comparison we know 

A On every obje& to. beftovr 

Its proper ikare of praifii : 
Did each a like perfection bear, 
What beauty, though o^viaery fair, 

Could admirat^n raifc ? 
Amidft the lucid bands of night, 
See ! Hefperus, ferenely bright* 

Adorns the diftant (kies : 
But languishes amidft the blaze 
Of fprightly Sol's maridiaa rays, -*. 

Or Silvia's brighter eyes* 
Whene'er the nightingale complains, 
I like the melancholy drains, 

And praife the tunefol bird : 
But vainly might (he ftraxn her throat, 
Vainly exalt each Cn^\uv^ wM> 
Should Silvia's voice to>aax&. 
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When, on the violet's purple bed. 
Supine I reft my weary head, 

The fragrant pillow charms : 
Yet-foon fuch languid blifs I *d fly* 
Would Silvia but the lofs fupply, 

And take me to her arms. 

The alabafter's wonderous white, 
The marble's polifh ftrikes my fight, 

When Silvia is not feen : 
But ah ! how faint that white is grown, 
. How rough appears the polifli'd (tone, 

Compared with Silvia's mien ! 
The rofe, that o'er the Cyprian plains, 
With flowers enamel'd, blooming reigns* 

With undifputed power, 
. Plac'd neai* her cheek's celeitial red, , 
(Its purple loft, its luftre fled,) 

Delights the fenfe no more. 

ODE to CYNTHIA, 
On the approach of Sprin-g. 

"XT O W in the cowflip's dewy cell 
**-^ The fairies make their bed, 
They hover round the cryftal well, 

The turf in circles tread. 
The lovely linnet now her fdflg 

Tunes fweeteft in the wood; 
The twittering Swallow (kith* fttong 

The azure. liquid flood. 
L % 
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The morning freeze wafts Flora's kifs 

In fragrance to the fcnfe j 
The happy fliepherd feels tlie blifs. 

And (he tajtes no offence. 
But not the linnets fweeteft fong 

That ever fiiTd the wood ; 
Or twittering fwallow that along 

The azure, liquid flood 

Skims fwiftly, harbinger of fpring, 

Or morning's fweeteft breath, 
Or Flora's kifs, to me can bring 

A remedy for death. 
For death— what do I fay ? Yes, death 

Muft furely end my days, 
If cruel Cynthia flights my faith, 

And will not hear my lays. 

No more with feftive garlands bound, 

I at the wake (hall be 5 
No more my feet ihall prefs the ground 

In dance with wonted gke; 

No more my little flock I '11 keep, 

To fome dark cave I *11 flyj » 
I 've nothing now to do but weep, 

To mourn my fate, and figh. 
Ah ! Cynthia, thy Damon's cries 

Are heard at dead of night $ 
But they, alas ! are doom'd to rife 

Like fmoke upon the fight. 
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They rife in vain, ah me ! in vain 

Are fcatter'd in the. wind 5 
Cynthia does not know the pain 

That rankles in my mind. 
If fleep perhaps my eye-lids clofe, 

*Tis but to dream of you j 
A while I ceafe to feel my woes, 

Nay, think I 'm happy too. 

I think I prefs with.kifles pure. 

Your lovely rofy lips $ 
And you 're my bride, I think I *m fure, 

Till gold the mountain tips. 
When wak'd, aghaft I look around, 

And find my charmer flown ; 
Then bleeds afrefh my galling wound, 

While I am left alone. 
Take pity then, O gentleft maid I 

On thy poor Damon's heart : 
Remember what I *ve often faid, 

'Tis- you can cure my fmart. 

JEMMY DAWSON. A. Ballad; 

Written about the Time of his Execution, in 

the Year 1745. 

pOME liften to my mournful tale, 
^ Ye tender hearts and lovers dear 5 
Nor will you fcorn to heave a figh, 
Nor need you blufti to Ihed a toax. 



fc»S. 



j 50 SHBN 8 TONERS Pt>~E MS, 

And thou, dear Kitty, peerlefs maid, 
Do thou a penfive ear incline;. 

For thou canft weep at every woe j 
And pity every plaint— but mine. 

Young Dawibn was a gallant boy, 

A brighter never trod the plain j. 
And well he lov'd one charming maid, 

And dearLy was he lov'd again. 
One tender maid, me lov'd him dear,- 

Of gentle blood the damfel came > 
And faultlefs was her beauteous form. 

And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curfe on party's hateful ftrifc, 

That led the favour'd youth aftray j. 
The day the rebel clans appeared, 

O had he never feen that day ! 
Their colours and their falh he wore, 

And in the fatal drefs was found-; 
And now he muft that death endure. 

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound- 
How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 

When Jemmy's fentence reacK'd her ear r ■ 
For never yet did Alpine fnows 

So pale, or yet fo chill; appear. 
With faultering voice, (he weeping (aid, 

Oh Dawfon, 'monarch of my heart 5 
Think not thy death fhall end our loves, 
For thou and I will usver oart. 
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Yet might fweet mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes 3 
O George, without a prayer for thee, 

My orizons mould never clofe. 
The gracious prince that gave him life, 

Would crown a never-dying flame } 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to liip the giver's, name. 

But though he mould be dragg'd in fcorn 

To yonder ignominious tree j 
He fhall not want one conftant friend 

To (hare the cruel fates' decree. 
then her mourning-coach was call'd, 

The fledge mov'd flowly On before j 
Though borne in a triumphal car, 

She had not lov'd her favourite more. 
She follow'd him, prepar'd to view 

The terrible hehefts of law ; 
And the laft fcene of Jemmy's woes, 

With calm and ftedfaft eye (he few. 

Diftorted was that blooming face, 

Which (he had fondly lov'd fo long} 
Arid ftifled was that tuneful breath, 

Which in her praifc had fweetly fung. 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck, 

Round which her arms had fondfy cWd $ 

And mangled was that beeutoeus bre#ft, 
On which her lovc-fick head refold *• 

L 4 ks 
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And ravifli'd was that conftant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer j 
For though it could its King forget,. 

'Twas true and loyal ftill to her. 
Amid thofe unrelenting flames, 

She bore this conftant heart to fee j. 
But when 'twas moulder'd into duft, 

Yet, yet, ihe cry'd, I follow thee. 
My death, my death alone can ihew 

The pure, the lafling love I bore j 
Accept, O heaven 1 of woes like our&r 

And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal fcene was o'er and paft, 
The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, fighing forth his name, expir'd* 

Though jufticecver muft prevail, 
The tear my Kitty (heds, is due* 

For feldom (hall ihe hear a tale 
So fad, fo. tender, yet fo true. 

A Paftoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. 

" Arbufta humilefque myricac.'* 

I. A B S E N C E. 

XT E ihepherds fo chearful-and gay, 
* Whofe flocks never caretefsly roam $ 
Should Corydon's happen to ftray, 
Oh I call the poor N^Tutew^^uaafc* 
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Allow me to mufe and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find 5, 

None once was Co watchful as 1 5 ' 

I hare left my dear Phillis behind. 

Now I know what it is,, to have (trove 

With the torture of doubt and defire j 
What it is to admire and to low, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps o£ each evening repel 5. 
Alas 1 I am faint and forlorn :, 

—I have bade my dear. Phillis farewel. 

Since Phillis vouchfaPd me a look,. 

I never once dreamt of my vine : 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook r 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I prizM every hour that went by, 

Beyond all tfiat had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are pair, and I figh 5 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

But why do I languifh in vain j 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain* 

Where I fed on the (miles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 

1 could wander with pleafure, &\cmt. 
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When fore'd the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguim I fait at my heart ! 
Yet I thought— but it m%ht not be (b— 

'Twas with pain that (he (aw me depart* 
She gaz'd, as I (lowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly difcern y 
So fweetly (he bade me adieu, 

I thought that (he bade me return. 

The Pilgrim that journeys all day 

To vifit (bme far-diftant mrinc, 
If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 

And my folace wherever I go. 

n. HOP E. 

JUT Y banks they are furnifrd with bees, 
«*■ * -1 Whofe murmur invites one to deep j 
My grottos are (haded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with (heep. 
I (eldom have met with a lofs, 

Such health do my fountains beftow ; . 
My fountains all border'd with mofs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
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Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound ; 
Not \ beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold 5 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fifties of gold. 

One would think (he might like to retire 
To the bower I have labour M to rear $ . 

Not a fhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I hafted and planted it there. 

how fudden the jeflamme ftrove 
With th& lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands and groves^ 

What (trains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From tjikkets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form ihall appear, 

Each bird ihall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear* 

As— fhe may not be fond to refign, 

1 have found out a gift for my fair 5 

I have found where the weod-pigtofts brad 1 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She will fay 'twas a barbarous. dt«d. 

For 



t# SHIN STONE'S POEMS, 

For he ne'er could be true, (he aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young •< 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard , 
Such tendernefs fall from her tongue, 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to— a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold $ 

And fhe call'd it the fifter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and whatever fhe fay, 

Methinks I mould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs !' 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
Dear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafingly ftray'd, 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafe. 

But where does my Phyllida ftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the fhepherds as gentle as ours r 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The (wains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 
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IIL SOLICITUDE. 

MT H Y will you my paflion reprove ? 

* * Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
sEre I mew you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave % 

With her wit (he engages the free \ 
With her modefty pleafes the grave ; 

She is every way pleaiing to me. 

you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays; 

1 could lay down my life for the Twain, 
That will fing but a fong in her praife. 

When he fings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liften the while ; 

-Nay on him. let not Phyllida frown j 
—But I cannot allow her to (mile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
© how, with one trivial glance, 

Might (he ruin the peace of my mind ! # 
In ringlets he dreffes his hair, . 

And his crook is beftudded around \ 
-And his pipe— oh my Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found. 
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* *Tif his with mock paflion to glow ; 

*Tis hit in fmooth tales to unfold, 
**' How her face Is as bright as the ibew, 

And herbofbm* befure, is as cold. 
How the nightingales labour the ftrain, 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 
t How they vary their accents in vain, 

Repine at her triumphs, and die.*' 

To the grove or the ganiefl he ftrays, 

And pillages every fweet ; 
.Then, Anting the wreath to his lays 

He throws it at Phyilis's fee*. 
" O Phyllis, hewhlfpers, more fair, 

More fweet than the jenamine's flower I 
What are pinks in a morn, to compare ? 

What is eglantine, after a (hower } 

Then the lily no longer is white; 

Then the rofe is depriv'd of its bloom ; 
Then the violets die with defpight, 

And the wood- bines give up their perfu«< 
Thus glide the foft numbers along, 

And he fancies no mepherd hi« peer i 
—Yet I never mould envy the (bng r 

Were not Phyllis to lead it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

Sq Phyllis the trophy defpife : 
Let his forehead with laurels be crdwii'd*, 

So they (hint uotuiW^VVW* vje*% 
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The language that flows from .the heart 

Is a ftranger to Pariders tongue j 
—Yet may (he beware of his art, 

Or Aire I muft envy the fong. 

IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

V E fhepherds, give ear to my lay, 
* And take no .more heed of my fheep s 
They have nothing to do but to ftray j 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove 5 

She was fair— and my paflWn begun | 
She fmird— and I could not but fove£ 

She is faithlefs— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought : 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee, 
That a nymph fo compleat would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can infpire ; 

It banifhes wifdom the while 3 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn' d with a fmile. 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone $ 

Ye that witnefo the woes I endure 3 
Let reafdn inftru& you to flmn 

What it cannot inftruft you to cure* 
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Beware how you loiter in ain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 

It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle, they be. 

.Alas ! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoie. 
Yet time may diminiw the pain a 

The flower, and the fhrub, and the tree* 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, 

The found of a murmuring ftream, 
The peace which from folitude flows, 

Henceforth fhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfports are (hewn to the light, 

But we are not to find them our own; 
Pate never beftow'd fuch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace? 
To your deepeft recefles I fly 5 

1 would hide with the beafts of the chace ; 
I would vanifh from every eye. 

Yet my reed mall refound tlirough the grove 
With the fame fad complaint it begun j 

How (he frnil'd, and I could not but lovej 
Was faithlefc, a&d i am uudaue I 



V I T J E S; 
o s 

: E S of H U M-pu R % 

L I R T and PHIL; 

)ecifion for the Ladibw 

, by learning well refin'd, 
»au, but of the rural kind, 
. made pretences j 
iiprofefs'd an equal love; 
, by different means to more 
tgment, or her fenfes. 

rightly Flirt, of blooming mien, 
the beft minutes to be feen; 
•when his glafs advisM hira : 
:agre Phil of books enquired j 
for wit and parts admir'd j 
tty ladies priz'd-him. 

I wit, had fpirits too ; 

he one, the other view, 

led held the fcales : 

her youth too, claimed its (hare, 

the preference declare, 

n up— -heads, or tails. 



«6» S HEN STONE'S POEM 

St ahz as' to the Memory of an agreeabl 
buried la Marriage to a Perfon undefervi 

)'T*WAS always held, and ever will, 
* By fage mankind, difcreeter, 

T* anticipate aiefler ill, ' 
Than undergo a greater. 

When mortals dread difeafes, pain, 
And languishing conditions j 

Who don't the leffer ills fuftain 
Of phyfic and— phyficians ? 

Rather than lofe his whole eftate, 

He that but little wife is, 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and. excifes. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone 

For loft (hips not requiting : 
This bears our noble king, to fliun 

The lofs of blood •in fighting! 

With numerous ills, in fingle life, 

The bachelor's attended : 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 

And much the cafe is mended ! 

Poor Gratia in her twentieth year, 

Fore-feeing future woe, 
Chofe to attend a monkey here, 

Before an ape below. 
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C O L E M I R A. 

A Culinary Eclogue. 
" Nee tantura Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culinie." 

"|^r IGHT'S fable clouds had half the globe o'erfpread, 
"*»^ And filence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed : 
When love, which gentle fleep can ne'er infpire, 
Had feated Damon by the kitchen fire/ 

Penfive he lay, extended on the ground j 
The little lares kept their vigils round ; 
TThc fawning cats companionate his cafe, 
And purr around, and gently lick his face : 
To all his plaints the fleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarfe fnorings imitate a figh. 
Such gloomy fcenes with lovers 1 minds agree, 
And folitude to them is bell fociety. 

Could I (he cry'd) exprefs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-wafh'd face $ 
Thou wouldft, Colemira, grant what I implore, 
Aad yield me love, or warn thy face no more. 

Ah ! who can fee, and feeing not admire, 
Whene'er (he fets the pot upon die fire t 
Her hands out-mine the fire, and redder things j 
Her eyes are blacker than the pots fhe brings. 

But fure no chamber-damfel can compare, 
When in meridian luftre mines my fair, 

M * When 
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When warmed with dinner's toil, in pearly 
Adown her goodly cheek the fweat diftUls* 

Oh ! how I long, how ardently defire, 
To view thofe rofy fingers ftrike the lyre ! 
For late, when bees to change their climes 1 
iHow did I iee them thrum the frying-pan i 

With her! I fhould not envy George his 
Though roe in royal grandeur deck'd be fee 
Whilft rags, juft fever'd from my fair-one': 
In <ruflet pomp and greafy pride hang down. 

Ah ! now it does my drooping heart rejoi 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How would that voice exceed the village be 
Would that but fing, " I like thee pafling < 

When from the heart ihe bade the point* 
How foft ! how eafy did her accents flow ! 
*< Get .out, Ihe cry'd, when. Grangers come 
" One ne'er can jaife thofe ihoring devils * 

Then, full of wrath, Ihe kick'deacb Ja< 
Alas ! I envy'd even that falute : 
*Twas fure mifplac'd, — Shock faid, or feen 
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they. 

If ihe the myftic 'bellows take in hand, 
Who like the fair can, that machine commai 
O may'ft thou ne'er by Eolus be feen, 
JFor he wou'd Cure. draxaM thae for his quec 
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But fhould the flame this rougher aid refufe, 
And only gentler medicines be of u{e ;• 
With full-blown cheeks me ends the doubtful ftrife^ 
Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life. 

Such arts as thfefe* exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaft a fiercer flame infpire : 
I burn ! I burn ! O \- give thy puffing o'er j : 
And fwell thy cheeks* and pout thy lips, no more • 

With all her haughty looks, the time I've feen, 
When this proud damfel has more humble been, 
When with nice airs- fhe hoi ft the pan -cake round, 
And dropt it, haplefs fair ! upon the ground. 

Look, with what charming grace ! whatwinriing tricks ! 
The artful charmer rubs the candlefticks J 
So bright fhe makes the candlefticks fhe handles, 
Oft have I faid*— there were no need of candles. 

But thou my fair ! who never wbuldft approve, 
Or hear the tender ftory of my love ; 
Or mind, how burns my raging breaft,— a button- 
Perhaps art dreaming of — a breaft of mutton. 

Thus faid, and wept the fad defponding fwain, 
Revealing to the fable walls his pain : 
But nymphs are free with thofe they fhould deny j ; 
To thofe, they love, more exquifitely coy ! 

Now chirping crickets raife their tinkling voice, 
The lambent flames in languid ftreams arife, 
And fhioke in azure folds evaporates and &&%« 



\ 
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The R a p b of the T it a r. 
A Ballad, 1737. 

}*Tp WASina land of learning, 
* The mufes favourite city, 

Such pranks of late 

Were play'd by a rat, 
As— tempt one to be witty. 

All in a college ftudy, 

Where books were in great plenty ; 
This rat would devour 
More fenfe in an hour, 

Than I cou'd write— in twenty. 
Corporeal food, 'tis granted, 

Serves vermin lefs renVd, Sir j 
But this, a rat of tafte, 
All other rats furpafs'd ; 

And he prey'd on the food of the mind, 

His breakfaft, half the morning, 

He conftantly attended $ 
And when the bell rung 
For evening fong, 

His dinner fcarce was ended ! 

He fpar'd not ev'n heroics, 
On which we poets pride us 5 
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And wou'd make no more 
Of king Arthur's*, by. the fcore, 
Than all the world befide does. 

In books of geo-graphy, 

He made the maps to flutter i . 
A river or a fea 
Was to him a dim of tea ; - 

And a kingdom, bread and butter. • 
But if fome mawkifh potion 

Might chance to over-dofe him,. 
To check its rage, 
He took a page 

Of logic— to compofe him— 

A trap, in hafte anti anger, 

Was bought, you need not doubt on'tj: 
And, fuch was the gin, 
Where a lion once got in, 

He could not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheefe, not books, 'twas baited, 

The faa I'll not belye it— 
Since none— I'll tell you that— • 
Whether fcholar or rat 

Mind books, when he has other diet. 
But more of trap and bait, Sir, * 

Why mould I fing, or either ? 

M 4 Since 

* By Blackmojfc. 
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Since the rat, who knew the flight. 
Came in the dead of night, 

And dragged them away together ; 
Both trap and bait were vaftifh*d, 

Through a fra£iire in the flooring j 
Which, though fo trim 
It now may feem, 

Had then-Ha dozen ttr more in* 

Then anfwer this, ye (ages! 

Nor deem a man to wrong ye* 
Had the rat which thus did feize on 
The trap, lefs claim to rcafon, 

Than many a fcull among ye ? 
Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat who merely learn'd 
What rats alone concerned, 

Was the greater politician. 

That England 's topfy-turvy, 
Is clear from thefe miihaps, Sir; 

Since traps we may determine, 

Will no longer take our vermin, 
But vermin * take our traps, Sir* 

Let fophs, by rats infefted, 

Tlien truffc in 'cats to catch **em ; 

* Written at the time of the Spanifh depri 
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Left they grow as leanfd as we, . • .* • 

In our ftudies j where, d* ye fee* 
No mortal fits to watch 'cm* 

Good luck betide our captains j 

Good luck betide our cats, Sin 
And grant that tfre one 
May quell the Spanilh Don, 

And the other deflroy our rats, Sir. 

On certain PASTORALS. 

O O rude and tunelefs are thy lays, 
"^ The weary audience vow, 
'Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that fings, 
But 'tis his herds that low. 



On Mr.C of Kidderminster's Poetry. 

"pHYverfes, friend, are Kidderminfter * ftuff, 
•* And I muft own you've meafur*d out enough^ 

To the VIRTUOSOS. 



HAIL, curious wights! to whom fo fair 
The form of mortal flies is ! 
Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare, 

Which common fenfe deipiies, 

Wtethet 

* Famous for a coarle woollen manufacture.' 
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Whether o'er hill, morafs, or mound, - 
You make your, fportfinaiv Tallies ; * 

Or that your prey in gardens found 
Iriirg'd through walks and alleys. 

Yet, • in the fury of the chace, 

No dope could e'er retard you j 
Bleft if one fly repay the race, 

Or painted wings reward you. 
Fierce as Camilla o'er the plain 

Purfued the glittering ftranger| : 
Still ey'd the purple's pleafmg (lain, 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

'Tis you difpenfe the favourite meat 

To nature's filmy people j •. 
Know what conferves they chufe to eat, 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of infecls dies, 

You fage afllftance lend her; 
Can ftoop to pimp for amorous flies, 

And help them to engender. 

*Tis you protect their pregnant hour j 
And when the birth *s at hand, 

Exerting your obftetric power,. 
Prevent a mothlefs land. 

Yet oh ! howe'er your towering view 

Above grofs objects rifes, 
Whate'er refinements you purfue, 

Hear, what a friend atavfet * 
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\ friend, who, weigh'd with yours, muft prite 

Domitian's idle paflion ; 
rhat wrought the death of tearing flies, 

But ne'er their propagation. 
Let Flavians eyes more deeply warm. 

Nor thus your hearts determine, 
To flight dame nature's faireft form 

And figh for nature's vermin. 
And fpeak with fome refpe& of beaux, 

Nor more as triflers treat 'em : 
'Tis better learn to fave one's cloaths, 

Than cherifli moths, that eat 'em. 

The Extent of COOKERY. 

" Aliufque et idem." 

1I7HEN Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 

* ^ A plain brown bob he wore ; 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fop no more. 
See him to Lincoln's Inn repair, 

His refolution flag} 
He cherifties a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 
Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the houfe, 
And foon a judges rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows* 



K&*** 
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Adieu, ye bobs ! ye bags, give place * 

Full bottoms come inftead I 
Good Lord I to fee the various ways 

Of drefling— a calve" $ head I 

The Progress of AD VIC 

A Common Case. 

" Suade, nam cerium efiV 

QAYS Richard tp Thomas (and feem'd half 
^ « I am thinking to marry thy miftrefs's m 
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well know 
I will do 't if thou bidft me, or let it alone. 

Nay don't make a jeft on't; 'tis no jeft to me 
For 'faith I'm in earneft, i'o pr'ythee be free. 
I have no fault to find with the girl fince I kn 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to he 

Said Thomas to Richard, " To fpeak my opii 
There is notfuch a bitch in king George's do: 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ft her as I 
Thou wouldft chufe out a whipping-poft, firft to 

She's peevifli, flie's thieviih, flic's ugly, (he's o 
And a liar, and a fool, and a flut, and a fcol 
Next day Richard haften'd to church and was 
And ere night had inform'd her what Thomas 
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A BALLAD. 
** Trahit fua quemque vdluptas." 
PROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young fqiiire, 
* To briii g down a wife, whom the fwams might admire t 
iut, in fpite of whatever the mortal could fay, 
The goddefs objected the length of the way ! 

To give up the opera, the park, and the ball, 

?or to view the flag's horns in an old country-hall $ 

To have neither China nor India to fee ! 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning— not ra*e'! 

To forfake the dear play-houfe, Quin, Garrick, and Clive^ 

Who by dint of mere humour hfad kept her alive 5 

To forego the full box for mVlottefbime abode, 

O heavens ! fhe mould -faint, flie mould die on the'roadi 

To forego the gay f afhions and geftures of France, 

And leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance, 

And Harlequin too!— ^twas in vam to require it ; 

And (he wondered how folks had the' face to defire it. 

She might yield to refign the fweet-fingers of Ruckholtj 
Where the-citizeiwmatron feduces her cuckold 5 
But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall, 
And the mufic, the lamps, and the glare of Vamrhall. 
To be Aire me could breathe no where elfe but in town^ 
Thus (he talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown | 
But the while honeft Harry "defpairM to fuccecd, * 
A coach with a coronet trailed \&x Xo 1nks&- 
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SLENDE R's Ghoft. Vide Shakespear 

"|J E NEATH a church-yard yew, 
*■-* Decayed and worn with age, 
At dufk of eve methought I fpy'd 
Poor Slender* s ghoft, that whimpering cryed, 
O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Ye gentle hards ! give ear ! 

Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe, 
Come learn of me to weep your woes j 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 
Why (hould fuch laboured ftrains 

Your formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart, 
Thdt 6Yd my breaft or pierc'd my heart, 

But figh'd, O fweet Anne Page ! 
And you ! whofe love-fick minds 

No med'cine can afluage ! 
Accufe the leech's art no more. 
But learn of Slender to deplore j 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 
And ye! whofe fouls are held, 

Like linnets in a cage t 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend and imitate my ftrains ! 

O fweet, O fweet Anne Page t 
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And you who boaft or grieve, 
What horrid wars we wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 
Yet mean as I do, when I figh, 
*G fweet, O fweet Anne Page ! 

Hence every fond conceit 

Of fhepherd or, of fagej 
*Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender's way 
Expreffes all you have to fay, 

O fweet, O fweet. Anne. Pagel 

The INVIDIOUS. Mart. 

I'V'FoTtone! if my prayer of old 

^* Was jie'er folicitous for gold, 

With' better grace thou may'ft allow 

MyiuppliantwiJhy that aflcs it now. 

Yet thkik not ! goddefs ! I require it 

For the-iame end your clowns defire it. 

In a well-made effc&ual ftring, 

iFain would I fee Lividio fwing ! . 

Hear him, from Tyburn'* height haranguing, 

But fuch a cur/s not worth one's hanging. 

Give me, O goddefs! ftoreofpelf, 

And he will, tyc the knot himfclf. 



Tht 
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The Price ^f an E QJJ l¥ AGE. 

«' Servum fi pptefe 'Ole, rii<m-hal»r$, 

" Et regem poles, Qk, nqn habere." Jdu 

IAflt'd .1 friend amidft'&e throng, 
Whofe coach it was that trails along: 
•< The gUdedoaa^h'there-rdon^t ye mind? 
That with the footfcwn ftuek behind." 

O Sir! fays tei what! hant yd* fteff k*> 
*Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 
'Tis Q.ddj^methh^ks^ymi.have forgot ..,. 
Your friend, your neighbour, and— ^wnat not! 
Your old aco^ai|$a^e.43aflj$n»J ^"flfry \ 
But faith hi&;c^pagfcU;iife*," . t , \ t - - * 

What madncft hatttypiTcik'd my kltxtij „) * \* 
Four pow^»tti^Tei,;andlb^e!tijftt^Jfc^. v 
Their (UinBaM»<kn^ff»A9t^eiiaB«W«fti v. 
Can Damon's «?f«mie:maintnin i ' %., 
In lace and f od&ifo'larg« .a train ?.- i .,.-., ■ 
J^wrp^4iW'larid^ea^iuich:6i(grcmnd^i 
1 Tic&i6t<'fe*nH0*to walk-it rounds* 
If Damon'*i*%(»k sftate caa.bear -. ,. \ 

To keep his4a&imJ -otfeihoftie chair* . . , . . -\ 
I own 'tis paft my comprehenfion." 
* •T* Yes, Sir, but Damon has a jpenfion— • ' 

• • T 
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Thus does falfe ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool im j 
To keep a race of flickering knaves, 
He grows himfelf the worft of flaves. 

Hint from VOITURE, 

T E T Sol his annual journeys run, 

■*-' And when the radiant taik is done, 

Confefs, through all the Globe, 'twould pofe him, 

To match the charms that Celia (hews him. 

And fhould he boaft he once had feen 

As juft a form, as bright a mein, 

Yet muft it ftill for ever pofe him, 

To match— what Celia never (hews him. 

INSCRIPTION, 

To the memory 

Of A. L. Efquire, 

Juftice of the peace for this county; 

Who, in the whole courfe of his pilgrimage 

Through a trifling ridiculous world, 

Maintaining his proper dignity, 

Notwithstanding the feoffs of ill-difpofed perfons, 

And wits of the age, 

That ridiculed his behaviour, 

Or cenfured his breeding \ 



i 7 S SHENSTONE'S POEMS. 

Following the dictates of nature, 
Defiring to eafe the affli&ed, 
Eager to fet the prifoners at liberty, 
Without having for his end 
The noife, or report fuch things generally caufc 
in the world, 
(As he was feen to perform them of none) 
But the fole relief and happinefs, 
Of the party in diftrefs 5 
Himfelf refting eafy, 
When he could render that fo ; 
Not griping, or pinching himfelf, 
To hoard up fuperfluities j 
Not coveting to keep in his poffeflion 
What gives more difquietude, than pleafurej 
But charitably diffufing it 
To all round about him : 
Making the moft forrowful countenance 
To fmile, 
In Ills prefence ; 
Always beftowing more than he was aiked, 
Always imparting before he was defired j 
Not proceeding in this manner, 
Upon every trivial fuggeftion, 
But the moft mature, and fclemn deliberation} 
With an incredible prefence and undauntednefs 
of mind ; 
With an inimitable gravity and oeconomy 
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Bidding loud defiance 
To politenefs and the faftiion, 
Dared let a f— t. 



To a FRIEND. 

J^T AVE you ne'er feen, ray gentle fquire, * 

•* The humours of your kitchen fire? 

Says Ned to Sal, " I lead a fpade, 
^Vhy don't ye play ? — the girl's afraid— 
-J*lay fomething — any thing— but play— 
*Tis but to pafs the time away— 
^hoo— how (lie (lands — biting her nails— 
-*Vs though (he play'd for half her vails— 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking-* 
\Ve play for nothing, do us, chicken ?— 
That card will do— 'blood never doubt it, 
It 's not worth while to think about it." 

Sal thought, and thought, and mifs'd her aim, 
And Ned, ne'er ftudying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, 'tis wondrous true, 
That verfe is but a game at loo. 
While many a bard, that (hews fo clearly 
He writes for his amufement merely. 
Is known to fhidy, fret, and toil } 
And play for nothing, all. the while c 
Or praife at mod $ for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er fignify'd a farthing more ; 

N % ^ 
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Till, having vainly toil'd to gain it, 
He fees your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant fcenes the trifler roves, 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves : 
Where with ftrange heats his bofom glows, 
And my (lie flames the God beflows. 
You now none other flame require, 
Than a good blazing parlour fire ; 
"Write verfes— to defy the fcorners, 
In lhit-houfes and chimney-corners. 

Sal found her deep-laid (chemes were vain— 
The cards are cut— come deal again— 
No good comes on it when one lingers— 
I'll play the cards come next my fingers- 
Fortune could never let Ned loo lier, 
When flie had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who wins ?— why, ftill the fame-* 
For Sal has loft another game. 

" I've done ; (fhe muttered) I was faying, 
It did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chufe, 
But think or not think— fome muft lofe. 
I may have won a game or fo— 
But then It was an age ago— 
It ne'er will be my lot again— 
I won it of a baby then— ' 

Give me an ace of trumps and fee, 
Our Ned will beat me vn\H * xtorct. 
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. by luck that things arc carry'd— 
iffer for it, when he *s marry'd." 

$ Sal, with tears in either eye; 
ei&or Ned fat tittering by. 

j I, long envying your fuccefs, 
int to write and ftudy lefs, 
wn,, and icribbled in a trice, 
at you fee — and you defpife. 

who can frame a tuneful fong, 
im it as you ride along ; 
•otting on the king's high-way, 
from the hedge a fprig of bay $ 
this verfe, howe'er it flows, 
ne that is your friend in profe. 

t is this wreath, fo green ! fo fair! 
many wifh, and few muft wear? 
fome men's indolence can gain, 
me men's vigils ne'er obtain ? 
it muft Sal or poet fue, 
r engage with Ned or you ? 
c in verfe, for luck at loo ? 

o ! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
:d, through (kill, fecurts the game. 
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The POET and the DUN. 1741. 

" Thefe are mefTengers 
•* That feelingly perfuade me what I am. M Shak 

/^•OMES a dun in the morning and raps at my d< 
^* " I made bold to call — 'tis a twelvemonth and m 
I'm fony, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir,— 
But Job would be paid, Sir, had Job been a mercei 
My friend have but patience — " Ay thefe are your w 
I have got but one milling to ferve me two days— 
But Sir— pr'ythee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your jow 

Well, now thou ait gone, let me govern my pal 
And calmly confider— confider ? vexation f 
What whore that muft paint, andmuftputonfalfel 
And counterfeit >oy in the pangs of the pox ! 
What beggar's wife's nephew, now ftarv'd,and nowb 
Who, wanting to eat, fears himfelf mail be eaten 
What porter, what turnfpit, can deem his cafe hai 
Or what dun boaft of patience that thinks of a ba: 
Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be p 
Turn flioe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer \ 
Get love, and refpeft, and good living, aud pelf, 
And dun fome poor dog of a poet myfelf. 
One's credit, however, of courfe will grow better . 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter. 

49 Dear Sir ! I receiv'd your obliging epiftle, 
Your fam« is fecuvs— bid tha cy\Uc% ^q whiftle. 
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over with wonder the poem you fent me 5 
muft fpeak your praifes, no foul (hall pre vent me. 
idience, believe me, cry'd out every line 
rong, was affe&ing, was juft, was divine $ 
£nant, as gold is, with worth, weight, and beauty, 
3 hide fuch a genius was — far from your duty, 
ee that the court will be hugely delighted : 
:hard, for much a lefs genius, was knighted. 
, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye j 
d fay much more, but you're modeft, I fpare ye." 
5r*d with the flattery, I call for my paper, 
afle that, and health, and my time, and my taper : 
ale till morn, when, with wrath no fmall ftore, 

my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door. 

friend, 'tis but idle to make fuch a pother, 
ate has ordain'd us, to plague one another." 



Written at an Inn at Hbnley. 

) thee, fair freedom ! I retire 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din j 
rt thou found in manflons higher 
an the low cott, or humble inn. 

lere with boundlefs power I reign 5 
.d every health which I begin, 
erts dull port to bright champaigne ; 
:h freedom crowns it, at an inn. 
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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate ! 

I fly from falehood's fpecious grin I 
Freedom I love, and form I hate. 

And chufe my lodgings at an inn. 
Here, waiter ! take my fordid ore, 

Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win ; 
It buys, what courts have not in ftore j 

It buys me freedom at an inn. 

Whoe'er has traveled life's dull round, 
Where'er his ftages may have been, 

May figh to think he ftill has found 
The warmeft welcome, at an inn. 



A SIMILE. 

1LTK J H AT village but has fometime feen 

* * The clumfy fliape, the frightful mein, 
Tremendous claws, and ihagged hair, 
Of that grim brute yclept a bear ? 
He from his dam, the learn'd agree. 
Received the curious form you iee 3 
Who, with her plaftic tongue alone, 
Produced avifage— like her own— 
And thus they hint, in myftic faihion, 
The powerful force of education * — 
Perhaps yon crowd of fwains is viewing 
E'en. now, the ftrange exploits of Bruin ; 

* Of a fond roatacotf* ttoasafcarcu 
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Who plays his antics, roars aloud j 
The wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an aukward lad, 
Whofe birth has made a parifh glad. 
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam. 
And taught by kind mamma at home* 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means— to play the fool* 
In fenfe the fame, in ftature higher, 
He mines, ere long, a rural fquire, 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and f wears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly (tares ; 
His tenants of fuperior fenfe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence ; 
And deem the paftime I *m relating, 
To be as pleafant, as bear-baiting. 



The CHARMS of PRECEDENCE. 
A TALE. 

" C I R> will you pleafe to walk before ?" 

^ —-No, pray Sir— -you are next the door. 
— " Upon mine honour, I '11 notftta— " 
Sir, I *m at home, confider, Sir— 
" Excufe me, Sir, I 'llnot go ML* 9 
Well, if I muft be rude, I muft— 
But yet I wtfh I could evade it— 
'Tis ftrangely cUwa&t be ^riw»dfc<W 
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Go forward, cits ! go forward, fquires ! 

Nor fcruplc each, what each admires. 

Life fquares not, friends, with your proceedings 

It flies, while you difplay your breeding ; 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or fome old dancing- mafter teaches. 

O for fome rude tumultuous fellow, 

Half crazy, or, at leaft, half mellow, 

To come behind you unawares, 

And fairly pufli you both down ftairs ! 

But death 's at hand— let me advife ye, 

Go forward, friends ! or he '11 furprize ye. 

Befides, how in fin cere you are ! 
Do ye not flatter, lye, forfwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove, 
That though we drink, or game, or love, 
As that or this is raoft in fafliion, 
Precedence is our ruling paflion. 

When college-ftudents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endlefs fees, 
What moves that fcientific body, 
But the firft cutting at a gawdy ? 
And whence fuch fhoals, in bare conditions, 
That ftarve and languiih as phyficians, 
Content to trudge the ftreets, and ftare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 
But that, in Chariot's chamber (fee 
Moliere's " Medicin malgre lui") 

4 ^ 
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The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still walks before th* apothecary. 

Flavia in vain has wit and charms. 
And all that mines, and all that warms v 
In vain all human race adore her, 
For— Lady Mary ranks before her. 

O Celia, gentle Celia ! tell us, 
You who are neither vain nor jealous ! 
The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien ! 
Would you not feel fome little fpleen, 
Nor bite your lip,, nor furl your brow, 

If Florimel, your equal now, 

Should, one day, gain precedence of ye r 

Firft fervM— though in a dim of coffee? 

Plac'd firft, although, where you are found, 

You gain the eyes of all around ? 

Nam'd firft, though not with half the fame. 

That waits my charming Celia's name I 
Hard fortune ! barely to infpire 

Our fix'd efteem, and fond defire ! 

Barely, where'er you go, to prove 

The fource of univerfal love ! — 

Yet be content, obferving this, 

Honour *s the offspring of caprice : 

And worth, however you have purfued it, 

Has now no power— but to exclude it. 

You '11 find your general reputation. 

A kind of fupplemental ftation. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne'er, 

He tells us, hope to rife a Peer \ , 

So* 
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So, to fupply it, wrote for fame : 

And well the wit fetur'd his aim. 

A common patriot has a drift. 

Not quite fo innocent as Swift : 

In Britain's caufe he rants, he labours j 

•« He *s honeft, faiths—have patience, neighbours 

For patriots may fbmetimes deceive, 

May beg their friends' reluctant leave, 

To fcrve them in a higher fphere j 

And drop their virtue, to get there.— 

As Luciasi teils us, in his fafhiori, 
How fouls put off each earthly paflion, 
Ere on Elyfium's flowery ftrand 
Old Charon furrer'd them to land ; 
So ere we meet a court's carefles, 
No doubt our fouls muft change their drefles : 
And fouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themfelves ten times a day. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet, 
And faints alike and tinners love it ; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along ; 
For which fuch fervile toils are feen, 
Who *s happier than a king ?— a queen. 

Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
'Tis properly a female paflion : 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meafure 
Are charm'd with rank's extatic pleafure. 

Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan, 
You *d hint a beau was not * toaxi * 



I 
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.Say, women then are fond of places | 
I wave all difputable cafes. 
A man perhaps would fomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coft— a finger} 
•Or were an ear or toe the price on *t, 
He might deliberate once or twice on *t j 
Perhaps alk Gataker's advice on *t. 
And many, as their frame grows old* 
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. 

But women wifh precedence ever § 
'Tis their whole life's fupreme endeavour $ 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ftrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not fell out-right, 
Or maim a limb— that was in fight) 
Yet on worfe terms they fometimes ckufe it| 
Nor ev'n in puni foments refufe it* 

Pre-eminence in pain, you cry ! 
All fierce and pregnant with reply. 
But lend your patience, and your ear, 
An argument (hall make it clear. 
But hold, an argument may fail, 
Befide my title fays, a tale* 

Where Avon rolls her winding ffcream, 
Avon, the MufeV favourite theme ! 
Avon, that fills the farmers' purfes, 
And decks with flowers both, farms and verfc*, 
She vifits many a fertile vale- 
Such was the iccnc of this nry tale. 
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For 'tis in Evefham's vale, or near it, 
That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The foil with annual plenty bleft 
Was by young Corydon pofleft. 
His youth alone I lay before ye, 
As moft material to my ftory : 
-For ftrength and vigour too, he had them, 
And 'twere not much amifs, to add them. 

Thrice happy lout ! whofe wide domain 
Now green with grafs, now gilt with grain. 
In ruffet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with fheep j 
Now fragrant with the bean's perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulfe's bloom, 
Might well with bright allufion ftore me? 
—But happier bards have been before me ! 

Amongft the various year's increafe, 
The ftrippling own'd a field of peafe ; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by fome female neighbours. 
Each morn difcover'd to his fight 
The fliameful havock of the night : 
Traces of this they left behind them, 
But no inftru&ions where to find them. 
The Devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have feen the Devil. 
Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of Echard, who has faid it, 
X^ontriv'd with' Satan, how to fool us -5 
And bargain'd face to fcic* Xo xuV. \» s 
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But then old Noll was one in ten, 

And fought him more than other men. 

Our fhepherd too, with like attention,. 

May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He rofe one mora at break of day, 

And near the field in ambufh lay : 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling, amidft the peafe, the finners 

Sate down to cull their future dinners ; 

And, caring little who might own them, 

Made free as though themfelves had fown them. 

*Tis worth a fage's obfervation 
How love can make a jeft of pafllon. 
Anger had forc'd the fwain from bed, 
His early dues to love unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps a pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 
Now baninVd anger out of door ; 
And claimed the debt withheld before. 

If anger bid our youth revile, 

Love fornVd his features to a fmile : 

And knowing well 'twas all grimace, 

To threaten with a fmiling face, 

He in few words exprefs'd his mind— 

And none would deem them much unkind. 
The amorous youth, for their offence, 

Demanded inftant recompence : 
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That recompence from each, which (hame 
Forbids a bafhful Mufe to name. 
Yet, more this fentence to difcover, 
*Twas what Bet * • grants her lover, 
When he, to make tlie ftrumpet willing, 
Has fpent his fortune— to a fhilling. 

Each flood a while, as 'twere fufpended, 
And loth to do, what— -each intended. 

At length, with foft pathetic iighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies 

*Tis vain to ftrive— juftice, I know, 
And our ill ftars, will have it fo— 
But let my tears your wrath afluage, 
And mew fome deference for age ! 
I from a diftant village came, 
Am old, God knows, and fomething lame ; 
And if we yield, as yield we rauft, 
Difpatch my crazy body firft. 

Our fhepherd, like the Phrygian fwain, 
When circled round on Ida's plain, 
With goddefles he flood fufpended, 
And P alias's grave fpeech was ended, 
Own'd what fhe aflt'd might be his duty ; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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ID E to be performed by Dr. Brettle, and a 
Chorus of Hales-owen Citizens. 
The Inftrumentai Part, a Viol d* Amour, 

AIR by the D o c T o R. 
AWAKE! I fay, awake good people ! 
*^*- And be for once alive and gay 5 
Come let "s be merry ; ftir the tipple ; 

How can you deep, 
'Whilfl I do play ? how can you deep, Sec. 

CHORUS of Citizens.. 
Pardon, O ! pardon, great mufician ! 

On drowfy fouls fome pity take ! 
For wondrous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy beer, 
Thy ftrains to hear 5 
To drink, 
To hear, 
And keep awake ! 

SOLO by the Doctor. 
Hear but this drain— 'twas made by Handel, 

A wight of (kill, and judgment deep ! 
Zoonters they *re gone — Sal, bring a candle-* 
No, here is one, and he 's aileep. 
D U E T T E. 
Dr.— How could they go Soft mufic. 

Whilft I do play ? 
Sal.— How could they go ! Warlike muftcu 

' How ihould tke^ fta.^ ^ 
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CUPID and PLUTUS, 

■^TTTHEN Celia, Love's eternal foe, 

* » To rich old Gomez firft was marry'd j 
And angry Cupid came to know, 

His (hafts had err'd, his bow jnifcarryM i 
He figh'd, he wept, he hung his head, 

On the cold ground, full fad, he laid himj 
When Plutus, there by fortune led, 

In this defponding plight furvey'd him. 
And fure, he cry'd, you. '11 own at laft 

Your boafted power by mine exceeded i 
Say, wretched boy, now all is pail, 

How little (he your efforts heeded. 
If with fuccefs you would afTail, 

Gild, Youngfter, doubly gild your arrows* 
Little the feather'd (hafts avail, 

Though wing'd from Mamma's doves and fptf* 
rows. 
"What though each reed, each arrow grew* 

Where Venus bath'd herfelf j depend oa % 
*Twere more for ufe, for beauty too, 

A diamond fparkied at the end on 't. 
Peace, Plutus, peace!— the boy replyMf 

Were not my arts by your's infefted t 
I could each other power deride, 
And rule this cvxc\fc> \mm<As&sA% 
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yonder pair ! no worldly views 

In Chloe's generous breaft refided s 
re bade her the fpruce valet chufe, 

And me by potent love was guided* 
' this ! (he quits her golden dreams, 

In her gilt roach no more (he ranges : 
d her rich crimfon, bright with gems, 

For cheeks impearl'd with tears, fhe changes, 
ough fordid Celia own'd your power, 

Think not Co monftrous my difgrace is* 
u gain'd this nymph— that very hour 

I gain'd a fcore in different places, 

iLOGUE to the Tragedy of C l i o n ti 

' E LL, ladies — fo much for the tragic (tile— 
And now the cuftom is to make you fmile. 

ake us fmile !— methinks I hear you fay— 
who can help it, at fo ftrange a play t 

Captain gone three years '—-and then to blame 

lultlefs conduct of his virtuous dame ! 

ars ! — what gentle belle would think it treafon, 
thus provok'd, to-give the brute fome realbn? 

f my houfe !— this night, forfooth depart I 

iern wife had faid— " With all my heart— 

Jnk not, haughty Sir, I "U go alone 1 

your coach — conduct me fafe to town— 

ne my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid—* 

>rzy take care my pin-money \k^&&%" 

O % W* 
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Such is the language of each modifh fair ; 
Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modefty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth ; 
When women hid their necks, and vcil'd their faces, 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ftar'd at public places; 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces : 
Then plain domeftic virtues were the mode, 
And wives ne'er dreamt of happinefs abroad j 
They lov'd their children, learnt no flaunting airs, 
But with the joys of wedlock mixt the cares. 
Thofe times are paft— yet fure they merit praife, 
For marriage triumphM in thofe golden days : 
By chafte decorum they affection gain'd ; 
By faith and fondnefs what they won, maintain^ 

*Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thoie days' again, 
And form anew the hearts of thoughtlefs men 5 
Make beauty's luftre amiable as bright, 
And give the foul, as well as fenfe, delight) 
Reclaim from folly a fantaftic age, 
That fcorns the prefs, the pulpit, and the ftage. 
Let truth and tendernefs your breafts adorn, 
The marriage chain with tranfport (hall be worn; 
Each blooming virgin raised into a bride 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide ; 
Alleviate grief, compofe the jars of ftrife, 
And pour the balm that fweetens human life. 

MORAL 
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MORAL PIECES, 

The JUDGMENT of HERCULES. 

WHILE blooming fpring defcends from genial flues* 
By whofe mild influence inftant wonders rife$ 
From whofe foft breath Elyfian beauties flow; 
The fweets of Hag ley, or the pride of Stowe^ 
Will Lyttelton the rural landfldp range, 
Leave noify fame, and not regret the change ? 
Pleas'd will he tread the garden's early fcenes, 
And learn a moral from the rifing' greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enlivening power, 
The weed, afpiring, emulates the flower : 
The drooping flower, its fairer charms difplay'd, 
Invites, from grateful hands, their generous aid : 
Scon, if none check th' invafive foe's defigns, 
The lively luftre of thefe fcenes declines ! 

'Tis thus, the fpring of youth, the morn of life, 
Rears in our minds the rival feeds of ftrife. 
Then paffion rvots, reafon then contends ; 
And, on the conqueft, every blifs depends: 
Life, from the nice decifion, takes its hue : 
And bleft thofe judges who decide like you* 
On worth like theirs (hall every blifs attend : 
The world their favourite, and the world their ftvtafl*. 
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There are, who, blind to thought's fatiguing ray* 
As fortune gives examples, urge their way : 
Nor virtue's foes, though they her paths decline, 
And fcarce her fricnds r though with her friendsthey join, 
In her's, or vice's cafual road advance 
Thouglitlefs, the fuiners or the faints o£ chance ! 
Yet fome more nobly fcorn the vulgar voice j 
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice, | 
l^hen ripen'd thought, when reafon born to reign, j 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 
While paflion's lawlefs tides, at their command, 
Glide through more ufeful traces, and blefs the land.- 

Happieft of thefe is he whofe matchlefs mind, 
By learning ftrengthen'd, and by tafte refm'd, 
In virtue's caufe effay'd its earlieft powers ; 
Chofe virtue's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with flowers* 
The firft alarm 'd, if freedom waves her wings : 
The fitteft to adorn each art me brings : 
Lov*d by that prince whom every virtue fires : 
Prais'd by that bard whom every Mufe infpires : 
Bleft in the tuneful art, the*focial flame; 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame ! 

'Twas youth's perplexing ftage his doubts infpir'4 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd. 
Through the lone windings of a devious glade, 
Refign'd to thought, with lingering fteps he ftray'd; 
Bleft witli a mind to tafte fincerer joys i 
Arm'd with a heart each falfe one to defpife, 
Dubious he ftray'd, with wavering thoughts pofleft, 
Alternate paHiou* &rcgg\\*ttof &\*»\m&\ 
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Hie various arts which human cares divide, 
n deep atttention all his mind employ M ; 
Anxious, if fame an equal blifs fecur'd; 
>r filent eafe with fofter charms allur'd, 
^he fylvan choir, whofe numbers fweetly flowed, 
The fount that murmur'd, and the flowers that blow'd } 
The filver flood that in meanders led 
lis glittering ftreams along tlT enlivened mead ; 
The Toothing breeze, and all thofe beauties join'd, •' 
Vhich, whilft they pleafe, effeminate the mind, 
n vain ! while diftant, on a fummit rais'd, 
PIT imperial towers of fame attractive blazed. 
While thus he trae'd through fancy's puczling maze 
The feparate fweets of pleafure and of praife \ 
udden the wind a fragrant gale convey 'd, 
Lnd a new luftre gain'd upon the (hade. 
Lt once, before his wondering eyes were feen 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mien. 
Various their charms 5. and in their drefs and face, 
£ach feem'd to vie with fome peculiar grace. 
This, wlwie attire lefs clogg'd with art appear'd, 
The fimple fweets of innocence endear'd. 
ler fprightly bloom, her quick fagacious eye, 
Ihew'd native merit, nuVd with modefty. 
ler air diifus'd a mild yet aweful ray, 
Severely fweet, and innocently gay. 
such the cliafte image of the martial maid, 
[n artlefe folds of virgin white array'd ! 
She let no borrow'd rofe her cheeks adorn, 
tier Wuflung checks, that (ham' 4 \\\s ^\xr^\t T&attw* 
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Her charms nor had, nor wanted artful foils, 
Or ftudy'd geftures, or well-pra&ts'd fmiles. 
She fcorn'd the toys which* render beauty lefs : 
She prov'd th* engaging chaftity of drefs ; 
And while (he chofe in native charms to fhine, 
Ev'n thus (he feem'd, nay more than fe-m'd, diviw 
One modcft emerald clafp'd the robe (he wore, 
And, in her hand, th' imperial fword (he bore. 
Sublime her height, majeftic was her pace, 
And match*d the awful honours of her face. 
Theflirubs, the flowers, that deck'd the verdant grot 
Seem'd, where (he trod, with rifing luftre crown'd. 
Still her approach with ftronger influence warm'd; 
She pleas'd, while diftant; but, when near, (he char 
So (hikes the gazer's eye, the filver gleam 
That glittering quivers o'er a diftant ftream : 
But from its banks we fee new beauties rife, 
And, in its cryftal bofom, trace the (kies. 

With other charms the rival vilion glow'd ; 
And from her drefs her tinfel beauties flow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pamper' d (hape conceard, 
And feem'd to (hade the charms it beft reveal'd. 
Its form, contriv'd her faulty fize to grace ; 
Its hue, to give frefh luftre to her face. 
Her plaited hair difguis'd with brilliants glar'd ; 
Her cheeks the ruby's neighbouring luftre (har'd ; 
The gawdy topaz lent its gay fupplies, 
And every gem that ftrikes lefs curious eyes ; 
Expos'd her breaft with foreign fweets perfum'd ; 
Ana, round her brow, a rofeate garland bloom'd 
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t fmiling, blufhing lips conceard her wiles j 

, ah! the blufhes artful as the fmiles* 

-gazing on her made, th" 1 enraptur'd fair 

:reed the fubftance well deferv'd her cartf : 

• thoughts, to others charms malignly blind, 

iter'd in that, and were to that connVd $ 

d if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 

vas but to watch the influence of her own. 

ich like her guardian, fair Cythera's queen, 

len for her warrior (he refines her meki j 

when, to blefs her Delian favourite's arms, 

e radiant fair invigorates her charms. 

ich like her pupil, Egypt's fportive dame, 

r drefs expreflive, and her air the fame, 

ben her gay bark o'er filver Cydnos roll'd, 

d all th' emblazoned ftreamers wav'd in gold* 

:h fhone the vifion 5 nor forbore to move 

e fond contagious airs of Iawlefs love. 

:h wanton eye deluding glances fir'd, 

id amorous dimples on each cheek confpir'd. 

elefs her gait, and flow, with feeming pain, 

e dragg'd her loitering limbs along the plain; 

t made fome faint efforts, and firft approached the 

fwain. 

glaring draughts, with taudry luftre bright, 
ring to the view, and rufh upon the fight : 
ore (lowly charms a Raphael's chafter air, 
aits the calm fearch, and pays the fearcher's care. 
Wrap'd in a pleas'd fufpence, the youth furvey r d 
*e 'various charms of each attractive maid: 

Alternate 



} 
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Alternate each he view'd, and each adrmVd, 
And found, alternate, varying flames infpir'd. 
Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleafure ran. 
When (he, who firft approached him, firft began. 
" Hither, dear boy, direft thy wandering eyes \ 
*Tis here the lovely vale of pleafure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life rcfign 5 
Each fweet which nature can difrafe is mine, 
For me the nymph diverfifies her power, 
Springs in a tree, or bio (Toms in a flower; 
To pleafe my ear, me tunes the linnet's (trains f 
To pleafe my eye, with lilies paints the plains j 
To form my couch, in mofly beds (he grows j. 
To gratify my fmell, perfumes the rofe 5 
. Reveals the fair, the fertile fcene you fee, 
And fwclls the vegetable world, for me. 

Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purfue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few : 
Where chance from courage claims the boaited pi 
Where, though (he give, your country oft denies 
Induftrious thou (halt Cupid's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his foft campaign. 
His darts alone (halt wield, his wounds endure, 
Yet only fuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me— a choir of nymphs (hall rife, 
And fire thy breaft, and blefs thy ravith'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofe (hall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear 5 

1 
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lere fondly thou thy favour'd head fhalt reft, 
t as the down that fwells the cygnet's neft 1 
lile Philomel in each foft voice complains, 
d gently lulls thee with mellifluous grains : 
lilft, with each accent, fweeteft odours flow; 
d fpicy gums round every bofom glow, 
the fara'd bird Arabian climes admire, 
11 in fuch luxury of fweet9 expire.. 
floth let war's victorious fons exclaim j 
r ain ! for pleafure is my real name; 
envy thou the head with bays o'er-grown j. 
feek thou rofes to adorn- thy own : 
well each opening fcene, that claims my care> 
s and deferves the beauteous crown I wear. 
et others prune the vine j. the genial bowl 

1 crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul, 
vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 
be gay produce glitter ftiil on thine 
ilgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree, 

., guarding, gives its cluftering fweets to mev 
my lov'd train, Apollo's piercing beam 
:s through the paffive glebe, and frames the gem£ 
n my caufe confenting gods employ M, 
flight thofe gods, their bleflings unenjoy'd 1 
thee the poplar (hall its amber drain j 
thee, in clouded beauty, fpring the cane}, 
s coftly tribute every clime mail pay j 

2 charming treaiiire every wind convey j 

i objeft round fome pleaffng fcene mall yields - 
built thy dome, while nature deck* iBnj fa?A\ 
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Of Corinth's order (hall the ftru&ure rife ; 
The fpiring turrets fitter through the ikies ; 
Thy coftly robe (hall glow with Tyrian rays; 
Thy vafe IhalUfparkle, and thy car (hall blaze; 
Yet thou, whatever pomp the fun difplay, 
Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

When melting flutes, and fweetly-founding lyres 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young defires; 
Or, in th' Ionian dance, fome favourite maid 
Improves the flame her fparkling eyes convey *d; 
Think, canft thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, 
To feed on virtue's vifionary charms j 
Or flight the joys which wit and youth engage, 
For the faint honour of a frozen fage ? 
To find dull envy ev'n that hope deface, 
Andy where you toil'd for glory, reap difgrace? 

O ! think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
And thy lov'd lovelieft charmer pleads with me. 
She, whofe foft fmile, or gentler glance to move, 
You vow'd the wild extremities of love j 
Ijq whofe endearments years, like moments, flew; 
For whofe endearments millions feem'd too few; 
She, ihe implores ; me bids thee feize the prime, 
And tread with her the flowery tra& of time ; 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beftow 
On fome cold lover, or infulting foe. 
Think, if againft that tongue thou canft rebel, 
Where love yet dwelt, and reafon leem'd to dwell ; 

Vi 



MORAL PIECES. 405 

"hat ftrong perfuafion arms henfofter fighs f 
'hat full convi&ion fparkles in her eye9 ! 

See nature fmiles, and birds falute the {hade, 
r here breathing jafmin fcreens the fleeping maid* 
nd fuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 
mbition feeksmore humble joys than love I 
here bufy toil mall ne'er invade thy reign, 
or feiences perplex thy labouring brain : 
r none, but what with equal fwects invite j 
or other arts, but to prolong delight : 
>metimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 
o praife a pendant, or to grace a ring; 
o fix the drefs that fuits each varying mien 5 
b (hew where beft the cluftering gems are feen $ 

figh foft drains along the vocal grove, 
.nd tell the charms, the fweet effects of love! 
or fear to find a coy difdainful Mufe j 

or think the fillers will their aid refufe. 

001 grots, and tinkling rills, or filent fhades, 
jft fecnes of leifure ! fuit th' harmonious maids t 
Lnd all the wife, and all the grave decree 

ome of that facred train ally'd to me. 
But if more fpecious eafe thy wifhes claim, 
ind thy breaft glow witli faint defire of fame, 
ome fofter fcience mail thy thoughts amufe, 
Lnd learning's name a folemn found diffufe s 
"o thee all nature's curious ftores I'll bring, 
:zpkin the beauties of an infe&'s wing j 
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The plant 9 which nature, lefs diffufely kind, 
Has to few climes with partial care confinM; 
The (hell (he fcatters with more carelefs air, 
And 9 in her frolics, feems fupremely. fair j 
The worth that dazzles in the tulip's ftains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, averfe to war's alarms, 
Shall o'er thy head diffufe his fofteft charms $ 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repofe alTail, 
Or care, my moft deftru&ive foe, prevail. 
The watery nymphs fhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
JFor thy repofe, inform, with rival joy, 
Their ftreams to murmur, and their winds to figlu 
Thus^fhalt thou fpend the fweetly-flowing day, 
Till loft in blifs thou breath* ft thy foul- away i 
Till me t* Elyfian bowers of joy repair, 
Nor find my charming fcenes exceeded there.** 

She ceas'd ; and on a lily'd bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav*d wanton with the wind: 
One? tender hand her drooping head fu ftains j 
One points, expreffive, to the flowery plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll* 
Deep in his breaft, to melt his manly foul » 
As when Favonius joins the folar blaze, 
And each fair fabric of the froft decays. . 
Soon, to hia breaft, the foft harangue c6nvey*d 
Refolves too partial to the fpecioiis maid. 
He figh'd, he gaz'd, fo fweetly fmil'd tbe dame ; 
jX&, %hing, gazing, fcwCA \» &or&\a% ^waa> 
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id, .oft as virtue caught his wandering eye, 
crimfon blufh condemn'd the ruing figh. 
was fuch the lingering Trojan's ihame betray'd, 
hen Maia's Ton the frown of Jove difplay'd : 
hen wealth, fame, empire, could no balance prove^ 
r the fo£t reign of Dido, and of love. 
tius ill with arduous glory love confpires ; 
ft tender flames with bold impetuous fires 1 
Some hovering doubts his anxious bofom mov'b^ 
nd virtue, zealous fair ! thofe doubts improv'd. 
" Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 
Dr err, by fuch fantaflic fcenes betrayM. 
hough in my path the rugged thorn be feenj 
nd the dry turf difclofe a fainter green j 
tiough no gay rofe or flowery product mine, 
he barren furface ftill conceals the mine, 
ich thorn .that threatens, ev'n the weed that grow* 
virtue's path, ftiperior fweets beftows— 
st mould thofe boafted, fpecious toys allure, 
'hence could fond floth the flattering gifts procure? 
he various wealth that tempts thy fond defire, 
is I alone, her grcateft foe, acquire. 
From old ocean rob the treafur'd ftore j 
through each region, latent gems explore;' 
was I the rugged brilliant firft reveal'd, 
j numerous ftrata deep in earth -concealed, 
'is J the Airfare yet refine, and fliow 
he modeft gem** intrinfic charms to glow. 
>r /wells the grape, nor reives its feeble tree 
ithout the Han /upporte of iaduftry* 
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But grant we floth the fcene herfclf has drawn, 
The mofly grotto, and the flowery lawn ; 
Let Philomela tune th v harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze eternal fweets exhale ; 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around, 
And chufe, for faireft fruits, the favoured ground 
To blefs the fertile vale mould virtue ceafe, 
Nor mofly grots, nor flowery lawns could pleafe ; 
Nor gay Pomona's lufcious gifts avail, 
The (bund harmonious, or the fpicy gale. 

Seeft thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp a rife, 
Whofe rugged cliffs deform th* encircling Ikies ? 
Thofe fields, whence Phoebus all their moifture di 
And, too profufely fond, difrobes the plains ? 
When I vouchfafe to tread the barren foil, 
Thofe rocks feem lovely, and thofe deferts fmile. 
The form thou view'ft, to every fcene with eafe 
Transfers its charms, and every fcene can pleafe. 
When I have on thofe pathlefs wilds appeared ; 
And the lone wanderer with my prefence chear'd; 
Thofe cliffs the exile has with pleafure view'd, 
And callM that defert blifsful folitude ! 

Nor I alone to fuch extend my care : 
Fair-blooming health furveys her altars there. 
Brown exercife will lead thee where me reigns, 
And with reflected luftre gild the plains. 
With her, in flower of youth, and beauty's pride 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, refide. 
One ready offering fuits each neighbouring flirinc 
And all obey their \am» nyYiq Y^Okte te^ea* 
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t health aver fc from floth's fmooth region flies 5 
in her abfence, pleafure droops and dies, 
right companions, mirth, delight, repof©, 
r where (he fmiles, and ficken when fhe goes* 
laxy of powers ! whofe forms appear 
ver beauteous, and for ever near, 
r will foft fleep to floth's requeft incline, 
om her couches flies unbid to mine, 
in is the fparkling bowl, the warbling ftrain, 
ncentive fong, the labour' d viand vain ! 
•e (he rclentlefs reigns without control, 
checks each gay exeurfion of the foul : 
sv'd, though beauty, deck'd in all its charms, 
s the rich couch, and fpread the fofteft arms * 
joylefs indolence fuggefts defires ; 
-ugs are fought to furnifh languid fires : 
languid fires as on the vitals prey, 
in of blifs, but fertile of decay, 
rtful heats, apply'd to thirfty lands, 
uCe no flowers, and but debafe the fands: 
t let fair health her chearing fmiles impart, 
fweet is nature, how fuperfluous art ! 
fhe the fountain's ready draught commends, 
fmooths the flinty couch which fortune lends, 
when my hero from his toils retires, 
his gay bofom with unufual fires, 
, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 
, and refines the genuine fweets of love, 
faireft prolpecT: rifmg trophies fraxs&\ 
wcetefk mufic is the voice o£ tame\ 
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Pleasures to (loth unknown ! fhe never found 
How fair the profpecl, or how fweet the found. 

See fame's gay ftru&ure from yon fummit char 
And fires the manly breaft to arts or arms : 
Nor dread the fteep afccnt, by which you rife 
From groveling vales to towers which reach the fl 

Love> fame, efteem, 'tis labour. muft acquire 
The fmiling .offspring of a rigid fire ! 
To fix the friend, your fervice muft be ihewn 5 
All, ere they lov'd. your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wondering Greece your portrait may admin 
That tuneful bards may firing for you their lyre. 
That books may praife, or coins record your nana 
Such, fuch rewards 't is toil alone can claim ! 
And the fame column which difplays to view 
The conqueror's name, difplays the conqueft too. 

'Twas flow experince, tedious miftrefs ! taughi 
All that e'er nobly fpokc, or bravely fought, 
*Twas (he the patriot, ihe the bard refin'd, 
In arts .that ferve, protect, orpleafe mankind. 
Not the vain vifions of inactive fchools $ 
Not fancy's maxims, not opinions rules, 
" E'er formed the man whofe generous warmth est 
T\ enrich his country, or to.ferve his friends. 
On active worth the laurel war beftows : 
Peace rears her olive for induftrio.us- brows : 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, .yields its kind fupplies s 
Nor heaven, its (howers without a facrifice. 

See far below fuch groveling fcenes. of flume, 
As lull to reft Ignavia's ilumbering dame. 



MORAL PIECES. iij 

3Her friends, from all the toils of fame fecure, 

-Alas ! inglorious, greater toils endure. 

Doom'd all to mourn, who in her caufe engage 

-A youth enervate, and a painful age j 

A fickly faplefs mafs, if reafon flies j 

J^nd, if me linger, impotently wife ! 

A thoughtlefs train, who, pamper'd, fleek, and gay, 
Invite old age, and revel youth away j 
From life's frefh vigour move, the load of care, 
And idly place it where thy leaft can bear. 
When to the mind, difeas'd, for aid they fly, 
What kind reflection (hall the mind fupply ? 
When, with loft health, what fhould the lofs allay, 
Peace, peace is loft : a comfortlefs decay 1 
But to my friends, when youth, when pleafure flies, 
And earth's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
Through death's dark vifta flowery tra&s are feen, 
Elyflan plains, and groves for ever green. 
If o'er their lives a refluent glance they caft, 
Their' $ is the prefent who can praife the paft. 
Life has its blifs for thefe, when paft its bloom* 
As wither'd rofes yield a late perfume, 

Serene, and fafe from paffion's ftormy rage, 
How calm they glide into the port of age ! 
Of the rude voyage lefs depriv'd than eas'd j 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than difeas'd. 
For health on age, 't is temperance muft beftow 5 
And peace from piety alone can flew ; 
And all the incenfe bounteous Jove requires* 
Has fwects for him who feeds the facred fires.— • 

P a Sloth 
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Sloth views the towers of fame with envious eycsj 
Defirous (till, ftill impotent to rife. 
Oft, when rcfolv'd to gain thofe blifsful towers, 
The penfive queen the dire afcent explores, 
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 
Some fylvan mufic, or fome fcented breeze : 
She turns her head, her own gay realm fhe fpies. 
And all the fhort-liv'd refolution dies. 
Thus fome fond infecVs faultering pinions wave, 
Clafp'd in its favourite fweets, a lading flave : 
And thus in vain thefe charming vifions pleafe 
The wretch pf glory, and the flave of cafe : 
Doom'd ever in ignoble Hate to pine, 
Boafl: hex own fecnes, and languim after mine. 

But fhun her fnares : nor let the world exclaim, 
Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov*d thy. (name. 
With early hope thine infant actions firY j 
Let manhood crown what infancy infpir'd. 
Let generous toils reward with health thy days, 
Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praile. 
The bold exploit that charms th* atteftiag age* 
To latcft times ihall generous hearts engage $ 
And with that myrtle mail thy fhrine be crown'd, 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were boimd ; 
Till time ihall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 
And raife a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feafts thy name ihall Grecians join } 
Shall pour- the fparklihg juice to Jove's and thine. 

Thm 
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Thine, us'd in war, (hall raife their native fire j 
Tliine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith infpire. 
Dulnefs perhaps, through want of fight, may blame, 
And fpleen, with odious induftry, defame ; 
And that, the honours given, with wonder view, 
And this, in fecret fadnefs, own them due.; 
Contempt* and envy were by fate defign'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind 5 
Contempt, which none, but who deferve, can bear j 
While envy's wounds the fmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the generous thine exploits mall fire, 
Thine every friend it fuits thee to require, 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their feats I mew, 
Lov'd by the good their images below.' * 

Ceafe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ikies ! 
My guide ! my queen ! th' extatic youth replies. 
In thee I trace a form defign'd for fway ; 
Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I fwear, 
Thy fair idea (hall no toils impair. 
Lead me ! O lead me where whole hofts of foes 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppofe ! 
Welcome all toils th' inequal fates decree, 
White toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to bind th' opprefiive hand, 
And cruih the fetters of an injur' d land : 
To fee the monfter's noxious life refign'd, 
And tyrants quell'd,. the monfters of mankind ! 
Nature fhall fmile to view the vanquifh'd brood, 
And none, but envy, riot unfubdued, 

P 3 la 
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In clouier'd ftate let felfifli fage* dwell, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell ! 
And boaft their mazy labyrinth of rules. 
Far lcfs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 
Yet fuch in vain thy favouring, fmiles pretend 5 
For he is thine, who proves his country's friend* 
Thus when my life well-fpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deftroy ; 
When, ftrongly lur'd by fame's contiguous mrine* 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thine 5 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
O lead thy favourite through the gates of fame ! 

He ceas'd his vows, and, with difdainful air, 
He tuni'd to blaft the late exulting fair. 
But vanifh'd, fled to fome more friendly more, 
The confcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more : 
Convinc'd, her fpurious charms of drefs and face 
Claim'd a quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. 
Fantaftic power ! whofe tranfient charms allur'd, 
While error's mift the reafoning mind obfcur'd : 
Not fuch the viclrefs, virtue's conftant queen, 
Endur'd the teft of truth, and dar'd be feen. 
Her brightening form and features feem'd to own* 
*T was all her wifh, her intereft, to be known s 
And when his longing view the fair decKn'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind, 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive fplendor crow 
While glooms opprefs us, and thick ftiades furrow 
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«*it let the fource of light its beams difplay, > 
Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, • 
And all the fickening fplendor fades away. 
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The Progress of TASTE.- 

OR, 

The Fate of DELICAC Y. 

A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the * 
Author ; and how great a Misfortune it is, 
for a Man of fmall Eftate to have much Taste* 

PART the FIRST! 

nERHAPS fome cloud eclips'd the day, 

** When thus I tun'd my penfive lay. 

" The (hip is launch'd — we catch the gale— 

On life's extended ocean fail : 

For happinefs our courfe we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our general end ! 

Yet, ah ! the fcenes which tempt our care 

Are like the forms difpers'd in air, • 

Still dancing near diforder'd eyes ; 

And weakeft his, who beft defcries ! 

Yet let me not my birth-right barter, r 

(For wifliing is the poet's charter j 

All bards have leave to wifli what 's wanted, 

Though few e'er found their \n(K<» ^R£&»i\ 

p ^ ^i&s&k*. 



*i* S HEN STONE'S FOEMS, 

Extenfive field 5 wherr poets pride them 
In tinging all that is deny *d them.) 

For humble cafe, ye powers ! I pray y 
That plain warm fuit for ev'ry day f v 
And pleafure, and brocade, beftow ; 
To flaunt it*— once a month, or fo* 
The firft for conftant wear we want j 
The firft, ye powers ! for ever grant y 
But conftant wear the laft befpatters, 
And turns the tiflue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant courfe I bend, 
Let me fecure one faithful friend. 
Let me, in public fcenes, requeft 
A friend of wit and tafte, well drefs'd ; 
And, if I muft not hope fucii favour, 
A friend of wit and tafte, however. 

Alas ! that wifdqin ever; fhuns 
To c&ngregate Her fcatterM fons ; 
Whofe nervous forces well combined 
Would win the field, and fway mankind* 
The- fool will fqueeze, from morn to night, 
^o fix his follies full in fight ; 
The note he ftrikes, the plume he fhows, 
Attract whole flights of fops and beaux 5 
And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known h 
Flock at the fight 5 carefs, and own him, 
But ill-ftarr'd fenfe, nor gay nor loud, 
Steah foft on tip-toe, through the crowd : 

C 
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Conveys his meagre form between j 

And iiides, like pervious air, unfeen i 

Contracts hjs known tenuity, 

As though 'twere ev'n a crime, to be ; 

Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ftray, 

And win acquaintance in their way. 
In company,, fo mean his air, 

You fcarce are confeious he is there : 

Till from fome nook* like ftiarpen'd.fteelx 

Occurs his face's thin profile. 

Still feemingy from the gazer's eye,. 

Like Venus, newly bath'd, to fly- 

Yet, while reluctant he difplays 

His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its center, plac'd 

His tawdry (lock of painted pafte. 

Difus'd to fpeak, he tries his fkill ; 

Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ill * 

His penfive manner, dulnefs deem'd : u 

His modefty, referve efleem'd ; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain* 
■ He wins not one of all the train. 

And thofe who, mutually known > 

In friendmip's faireft lift had (hone, 

Lefs prone, than pebbles, to unite, 

Retire to fliades from public fight; 

Grow favage, quit their focial nature j 

And ftarve, to ftudy mutual fatire. 

But friends, and favourites, to chagrin tnem, 
Find counties, countries, feas between them : 
T 4 Meet 
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Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wifli to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me- provide, 
Some human-form to grace my fide 5 
At hand, where'er I fhape mjrcourfe j • 
An ufeful, pliant, ftalking-horfc ! ' 

No gefture free fromfome grimace ; 
No feam, without its (hare of lace 5 
But, mark'd with gold or filver either, 
Hint where his coat was piec'd together; • 
His legs be lengthened, I advife, 
And ftockings roll'd abridge his thighs. 
What though Vandyck had other rules, 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind : 
Before, a folitaire j beliind, 
A twifted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an afs's back. 
Silent as midnight ! pity 'twere 
His wifdom's (lender wealth to (hare ! 
And, wnilft in flocks our fancies ftray, 
To wifli the poor man's lamb away. 

This form attracting every eye, 
I ftrole all unregarded by : 
This wards the jokes of every kind, 
As an umbrella fun or wind 5 
Or, like a fpunge, abforbs the fallies, 
And peftilential fumes of malice j 
Or, like a fplendid fhield, is fit 
To /creen the texnjtaf* rafctot&>«\\\ 
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Or what fome gentler cit lets fall, 
As wool-packs quafh the leaden ball. 

Allufions thefe of weaker force, 
And apter ftill the ftalking-horfe 1 

O let me wander all unfeen, 
Beneath the fanclion of his mien! 
As lilies foft, as rofes fair ' 
Empty as air-pumps drainM of air ! 
With ftcady eye and pace remark 
T]ic fpeckled flock that haunts the park * | 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies flocking there to feed : 
And, as my fatire burfts amain, 
See, feathered foppery ftrew the plain* 

But when I leek my rural grove, 
And mare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My fweet fequefter'd paths profane. 
Oft may fome poli/hM virtuous friend 
To the foft-winding vales defcend ; 
And love with me inglorious things, 
And fcorn with me the pomp of kings t 
And check me, when my bofom bum* 
For ftatues, paintings, coins, and urns* 
For I in Damon's prayer could join, 
And Damon's wifh might now be mine-* 
But all difpers'd ! the wifh, the prayer, 
Are driven to mix with common air. 

# St. ]amtV%. 



*«* SH£NSTONE*S POEMS. 



PART the SECOND. 

TT O W happy once was Damon's lot, 
**• ■* While yet romantic fchemes were not ! 
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes, 
To plan frail caftles in the ikies ; 
Forfaking pleafurcs cheap and common, 
To court a blaze, ftill flitting from one. 

Ah Happy Damon ! thrice and more, 
Had tafte ne'er touched thy tranquil morel 

Oh days ! when to a girdle ty'd 
The couples jingled at his fide ; 
And Damon fwore he would not barter 
The fportfman's girdle, for a garter ! 

Whoever came to kill an hour, 
Found eafy Damon in their power ; 
Pure focial nature all his guide, 
" Damon had not a grain of pride." 

He wifh'd not to elude the fnares 
Which knavery plans, and craft prepares j 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles j 
And win their univerfal fmiles : 
For who are chearful, who at eafe, 
But they who cheat us as they pleafe ? 

He wink'd at many a grofs defign, 
The new-fallen calf might; countermine : 
Thus every fool allowed his merit } 
** Yet I Damon tad. * ^nktooa C^mt K %% 
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A coxcomb's jcft, however rile, 
as fure, at teaft, of Damon's fraile i 
liat coxcomb ne'er denied him fenfe | 
>r why ? it«prov'd his own pretence : 
11 own'd, were modefty away, 
imon could fhine as much as they. 
When wine and folly came in feafon, 
imon ne'er ftrove to fave his reafon j 
jnoxious to the mad uproar : 

fpy upon a hoftile fhore ! 
\vas this his company endear'd : 
[irth never came till he appear'd : 
is lodgings— every drawer could mow them 5 
he flave was kick'd, who did not know them. 
Thus Damon, ftudious of his eafe, 
nd plcafing all, whom mirth could pleafe 3 
efy'd the world, like idle Colley, 
% o fhew a fofter word than folly, 
ince wifdom's gorgon-fhield was known 
% o ft are the gazer into ftone 5 
[e chofe to truft in folly*s charm, 
'o keep his breaft alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's fober train 
Lemark'd the trifler with difdain 5 
n he fons of tafte contemn'd his ways, 
Ind rank'd him with the brutes that graze | 
Vhile they to nobler heights afpir*d, 
^.nd grew belov'd, efteem'd, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, hot void of f$vrvt> 
lis old companions loft their ment ; 
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And every kind well-natur'd fot 
SeenTd a dull play, without a plot ; 
Where every yawning gueft agrees, 
The willing creature Strives to pleafe : 
But temper never could amufe $ 
It barely led us to excufe $ 
'Twas true, converting they.aver'd, 
All they had feen, or felt or heard i 
Talents of weight ! for wights like thefe, 
The law might chufe for witneffes : 
But fure th* attefting dry narration. 
Ill fuits a judge of converfatioiu 

* What were their freedoms ? mere excttfes 
To vent ill-manners, blows, and bruifes. 
Yet freedom, gallant freedom ! hailing. 
At form, atjForm, inceflant railing, 
Would they examine each offence, 
Its latent caufe, its known pretence, 
Punftiiio ne'er was known to breed them, 
So fure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their courage ? but a Joaded gun.; 
Machine the wife would wi/h .to ftiuni 
Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one, 
Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In (hort, difgufted out of meafure, 
Through much contempt, and flender pleaAifl 
His fenfe of dignity returns 5 
His native pride his bofom bums j 
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feeks refpeft— but how to gain it ? 
t, focial. mirth, could ne'er obtain it : 
d laughter, where it reigns unchecked, 
"cards and diffipates refpeft. 
e man who gravely bows, enjoys it; 
t making hands, at once, deftroys it, 
jcajrious plant, which, frefh and gay, 
rinks at the touch, and fades away ! 
Come then, referve ! yet from thy train 
nifh contempt, and curft difdain. 
ach me, he cry*^, thy magic art, 
) a£t the decent diftant part : 

> hufband well my complaifance, 
>r let.cv'n .wit too far advance ; 

it chufe calm reafon for my theme, 

thefe her royal realms fupreme ; 
id o'er her charms, with caution mown, 

ftill a graceful umbrage thrown ; 
id each abrupter period crown'd, 
ith nods, and winks, and fmiles profound, 
11, refcued from the crowd -beneath, 

> more with pain to move or breathe, 
ife with head elate, to (hare 
lubrious draughts of purer air. 
:fpe£t js won by grave pretence 

id filence, furcr ev'n than <enfe~- 
*Tis hence the facred grandeur fprings 
: Eaftcrnr— and of other kings, 
r whence this awe to virtue due, 
We virtue 's diftant as Peru* 
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The fheathlefs fword the guard difplays, 
Which round emits its dazzling rays : 
The ftately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 
Lefs fcreens the body, than controls, 
And wards contempt from royal fouls. 

The crowns they wear but clieck the eys, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh 4 
That dazzled crowds may be employ' d 
Around the furface of— the void. 
O ! 'tis the ftatefraan's craft profound 
To fcattcr his amuiements round ! 
To tempt us from their confeious breaft, 
Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neft. 
Nor awes us every worth reveaTd 
So deeply, as each vice conceal'd. 

The lordly log, difpatch'd of yore, 
That the frog people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a diftance, 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's ailiftance ^ 
Nay— had addrcfles from his nation, 
In praife of log-adminiftration. 

PART the THI RD V 

*Tp HE buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 
-*- And fame and finery pleas'd no more j 
Produ&ive of that general flare, 
Which cool reflection ill can bear ! 
And, crowds commw\cvt\« mere N^Kttaat^ 
Retirement ferrtAts mVwaXiou, 
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>mantic fcenes of pendent hills, 
verdant vales, and falling rills, 
mofly banks, the fields adorn, 
re Damon, (imple Twain, was born, 
le Dryads reared a (hady grove; 
re iuch as think, and fuch as love, 
fafely figh their Cummer's day ; 
mfe their (ilent hours away, 
le Oreads lik'd the climate well ; 
taught the level plain to fweil 
rdant mounds, from whence the eye 
it all their larger works defcry. 
le Naiads pour'd their urns, around, 
i nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
r form'cl their ftreams to pleaie the view, 
bade them wind, as ferpents do : 
having (hewn them where to (hay, 
:w little pebbles in their way. 
lefe Fancy, all-fagacious maid, 
at their feveral talks furvey'd : 
aw and fnuTd ; and oft would lead 
Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
e, with defcriptive finger, trace 
genuine beauties of the place j 
-when (he all its charms had (hewn, 
ribe improvements of her own. 
See yonder hill, fo green, fo round, 
row with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
>uld well become thy gentle care 
ate a dome to Venus t\\ert •. 
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Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal fcrvey j 
And Venus, in their arms, repay. 
*Twas fuch a (hade, and fjuch a nook, 
In fuch a vale, near fuch a broofc. j 
From fuch a rocjty fragment fj>ringin£; 
That fam'd Apo}lo chofe, to ftng in. 
There let an altar wrought with apt 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 
How charming there to mufe and warble 
, Beneath his buft of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre, 
That crown a poet's vali dellire. 
Then, near it, fcoop the vaulted cell 
Where Mufic's * charming maids may dwell > 
Prone to indulge thy tender. paiEon, 
And make thee many an aifignation. 
Deep in the grove's ob(cuj*e retreat 
Be plac'd Minerva's facred.feat j 
There let her awful turrets rife, 
(For wifdom flies from vulgar eyes:). 
There her calm dictates fhalt. thou hear 
Diftin&ly ftrike thy lifteniug ear : 
And who would Oiuu the pleafing labour, 
To have Minerva for hJ9 neighbour ?" 

In fhort, fo cbarm'd each wild i'uj^eiUon, 
Its truth was little call'd in queftion : 
And Damon dreamt he faw the fawns, . 
And Nymphs, diftin&ly, £kir,i ihe lawps 5 

* The Mufes. 
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Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 
Loft in the circling .flxades again. 
With leer oblique their lover viewing— 
And Cupid— panting— and pur&ing-*- 
Fancy, enchanting Fair, he cry'd. 
Be thou my goddefs ! thou xt\y guide.! 
For thy bright vifions I deipUe 
What foes may think, or friends adviie. 
The feign'd concern, when folks furvey 
Expence, time, ftudy, caftaway; 
The real fpleen, with which they fee : 
1 pleafe myfelf, and follow thee. 

Thus glow'd his breaft by fancy warnVdf 

And thus the fairy lajidflup charm'd. 

But nx)ft he hop'd his conftant care 

Might win the favour qf. the fair . j 

And, wandering late through yondtur gUde> 

He thus the foftdeUgn betray \1. 

" Ye doves ! for whom I rear'd^the grove* 

With melting lays felute my love 1 . , 

My Delia with your notes detain, 

Or I have rear'd the grove in vain! 

Ye flowers ! which early fpring fuppliet, 

Difplay at once your brightcft dyes ! 

That (he your opening charms may fee; 

Or what were elfe your charms to me ? 

Kind zephyr! brufli each fragrant flower* 

And flied its odours round my bowery 

Or ne'er again, O gentle wind 1 

Shall I, in thee, refreflunent find. 

Qji Ye 
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Yc ftreams, if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native founds improved, 
May each foft murmur foothe my fair j 
Or, oh, 'twill deepen my defpair ! 
Be fure, ye willows ! you be feen 
Array' d in lrvclieft robes of green ; 
Or I will tear your flighted boughs. 
And let them fade around my brows. 
And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds ! 
May (he admire thy peaceful gloom. 
Or thou (halt prove her lover's tomb." 

And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 
Loud laugh' d the fquires, the rabble ftar'd 
" See, neighbours, what our Damon 's 
I think fome folks are fond of ruin ! 
I faw his flieep at random ftray— 
But he has thrown his crook away— 
And builds fach huts, as in foul weather, 
Are fit for fheep nor (hepherd neither." 

Whence came the fober fwain mifled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head. 
Phoebus befriends him, we are told $ 
And Phcebus coins bright tons of gold. 
'Twere prudent not to be fo vain on 't, 
I think he '11 never touch a grain on *t. 
And if, from Phcebus, and his Mufe, 
Mere earthly lazinefs enfues 5 
'Tis plain, for aught that I can fay,. 
The Devil infpufcs, wwVL *& ^>$* 
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So they— while fSols of groffer kind, 
JLefs weeting what our bard defign'd. 
Impute his fchemes to real evil ; 
That in thefe haunts he met the Devil. 

He own'd, though their advice was vain, 
It fuited wights who trod the plain : 
For dulnefs— though he might abhor it—* 
In them he made allowance for it. 
Nor wonder'd, if, beholding mottos, 
And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 
Folks, little dreaming of the Mufes, 
Were plagu'd to gueis their proper ufes* 

But did the Mufes haunt his cell I 
Or in Jus dome did Venus dwell I 
Did Pallas in his counfels (hare ? 
The Delian god reward his prayer ? 
Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 
When ail the ftru&ures fhone compleat j 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat j 
Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting* 
And the fair guefts alone were wanting j 
Ah, me \ (*twas Damon's own confeflion) 
Came poverty and took poffefKon. 

V A RT the FOURTH. 

117 H Y droop* my Damon, whilft he roves* 

* * Through tfrnaffiented meads and groves f 
Near columns, ohfefifks, and fpires, 
Which everytritni'Sye admires? 

« f - Q^ < •** 
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*Tis poverty,, detefted maid,. 
Sole tenant of their ample fade-! 
'Tis (he, that robs him of his eaft ; 
'And bids their very charms difpleafc* 
But now, by fancy long controulM^ 
And with* the foms of tafia eim>HM, 
He deem'd it fliameful to commence 
Firft minifter to common fen&i 
Far more elated* to purfte 
Theloweft tafk of dear vortu. 

And now behold his lofty foul, 
That whilom ffew from pole to pole,. 
Settle on fome elaborate tower $ 
And, like a bee, the fweets devour I 
Now, of a rofe enamotuM, prove 
The wild folicitudes of love f, 
Now, in a lily's cup enJftrih'd, 
Forego the commerce of mankind I 

As in theft toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day; 
Conducting fun, and /hade, and iftbwer, 
As molt might gla4 the new-born flower, 
So fate ordain'd before his eye- 
Starts up the. long- fought butterfly I 
While, fluttering round, Her plumes unfold 
Cekftial crimfon, drop* with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands, of flowerets fair ! 
The living beauty claims his-caie, 
For this he ftrips— nor bolt, nor chain* 
Could Damon!' « wwa, ^\ixfci\\. ttftr&xu 



See him o'er Hill, moraft, or mouncT, 
Where'er the fpeckfed gaftte is found, 
Though bent with age, with' zeal puffoe j 
And totter towards thti prey iii view. 

Nor rock, nor ftream, his Heps retard, 
Intent upon the tileft reward ! 
One vaflal fly repays the ehace ! 
A wing, a film, rewards the race ! 
Rewards him, though dife'afe attend, 
And in a fatal furfeit end. 
So fierce Camilla fkimm'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleating ftain, 
She ey'd intent the glittering ftranger, 
And knew, alas ! nor fear, nor danger : 
Till deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impelled the dart ! 

How ftudious he what favourite food v 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood ? 
Wha£ junkets fat the filmy people ! 
And what liqueurs they chufe to tipple ! 
Behold him, at fome crife, prefcribe, 
And raife with drugs the fickening tribe 1 
Or haply, when their fpirits, fau'ter, 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 

When nature's brood of infe&s dies, 
See how he pimps for amorou's flies ! 
See him the timely fuccour lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender ! « 
Of f&'liint gila-rtf' theft pregiiafft hour 5 

ftft# Mi fblirolSfetric po*ifi 
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Andy lending each his lenient hand. 
With new-born grubs enrich the land ! 

* O Wilks J what poet's loftieft lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praife i 
Immortal fage ! by fate decreed 
To guard the moth's illuftrious breed; 
Till fluttering fwarms on fwarms arife, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And muft we praife this tafte for toys ? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more, 
Refign your moths— the feafon 's o'er. 
'Tis time more focial joys to prove ; 
'Twere now your nobler talk-— to love. 
Let * * * **s eyes more deeply warm; 
Nor, flighting nature's faireft form, 
The bias of your fouls determine 
Towards the mean love of nature's vermin. 

But, ah ! how wondrous few have known. 
To give each ftage of life its own ! 

*Tis the pretexta's utmoft bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around, ' 
To pleafe the child 5 whofe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes : 
And few, but with regret, affume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom* 

* Alluding to moths and butterflies delint 
Benjamin Wilks . See \u* \srj rcpx&n* \w 
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Ah ! let not me by fancy ftecr, 
When life's autumnal clouds appear j 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Confume my faireft, fruitlefs days s 
Like him, who ftiould in armour fpend 
The Turns that armour (hould defend. 

A while, in pleafure's myrtle bower, 
We (hare her (miles, and blefs her power s 
But find at lad, we vainly drive 
To fix the worft coquette alive. 

O you ! that with afliduous flame 
Have long purfued the faithlefs dame 5 
Forfake her foft abodes a while, 
And dare her frown, and flight her (mils* 
Nor fcorn, whatever wits may fay, 
The foot-path road, the king's high-way. 
No more the fcrupulous charmer teize, 
But feek the roofs of honeft eafe; 
The rival fair, no more purfued, 
Shall there with forward pace intrude; 
Shall there her every art eflay, 
To win you to her flighted (way 5 
And grant your fcorn a glance more fair 
Than e'er (he gave your fondeft prayer. 

But would you happinefs purfue ? 
Partake both eafe, and pleafure too ? 
Would you, through all your days, difpenfe 
The joys of reafon* and of fenfe I 

1 t>\ 
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Or give to life the moft yov cart, 

Let focial virtue fliape the plan. 

For does not to the" virtuous deeed 

A train of pleating fweets frcceed ? 

Or, like the fweets of wild defire, 

Did focial pleafures ever dre r 
Yet midft the grcupe be fome preferr'd, 1 

Be fome abhorr'd— for Damon err'd i 
And fuch there are— of fair addrefs- • 
As *t were unfocial to' careft. 
O learn by reafon's equal rule 
To fhun the praffe of knave, or fbot ! 
Then, though you deem it better ftill 
To gain fome nrftic 'fqiiire's good will; 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 
Like features, brighten by a (mile j 
Yet reafon holds «$ for a criirie, 
The trivial breaft would ihafe thy time' : 
And virtue, with reluctant eyes. 
Beholds this human facrifice ! 

Through deep refetve, and air ereft, 
Miftaken Damon won reipe&f 
But could the fpecious homage pafsy 
With any creature, but an afs ? 
If confeious, they who fear'drne fkin, 
Would fcorn the fluggiih brute within*. 
"What awe-ftruck ilave» the towers encloft* 
Where Perfian mxmaftht eat and doxel 
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at proftrate reverence all a"gree» 
pay a prince they never fed ! 
re \affals of a royal throne ! 
e fophi's virtues muft be (hewn* 
make the reverence bis own. 
\s for Thalia— wouldft thou make her 
y bride without a pcrfieA ?-**ake her, 
: will with duteous care attend,- 
id all thy duteous hours befriend $ 
ill fwell thy Joys, will mare thy pain j 
ith thee rejoice, with thee complain 1 ; 
ill fmooth thy pillow, pleat thy bowere 5 
id bind thy aching head with flowers- 
it be this previous marxin> known,, 
thou canft feed on lev« alone j 
, bleft with 1 her, thou canft foftain- 
Mitempt, and poverty, and pain-: 
fo— then rifle all her grace*— 
nd fruitful be*your fond embraced. 
Tco foon, by caitiff-fpken infpirM, 
ige Damon to his groves vtttr'd ; ; 

'he path difclaim'd by fober reafon j ' 

etirement claims a later feafon-; 
re aftive youth and warm- defires . . 

ave quite withdrawn their lingering fires* 
ftth the warm bofom, ill agree, 
►r limpid ftream, or fliady tree. 
■ove lurks witain the rofy bowwy 
ind claims the fpeculative hour; 
Ambition finds his calm retreat, 
^nd bids his pulfe too fiercely beat ! £V%. 
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Ev'n focial friendship duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public fphere, 
Does lie refill their genuine force ? 
His temper takes fome froward courfe; 
Till paflion, mifdire&ed, fighs 
For weeds, or (hells, or grubs, or flies ! 

Far happieft he, whofe early days 
Spent in the focial paths of praife, 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund, the memory draw* 
The lafting meed of felf-applaufe. 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people their fequefter'd made. 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fatms, 
That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns* 
If, where his devious ramble ftrays, 
He virtue's radiant form furveys 5 
She teems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown fevere *$, 
To fhew him her remote abode ; 
To point the rocky arduous road : 
But from each flower, his fields allow, 
She twines a garland for hrs brow. 

©ECO- 

• Alluding to—the allegory in Cabe***- tablet. 
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OECONOMY, 
HAP SOD Y, addreffed to young Poets. 

fanis ; omnes gelidis quaecunque lacernis 

Sunt tibi, Nafones Virgiiiofque vides." MART^ 

PART the FIRST. 

you, ye bards ! whofe lavifh breaft requires 
This monitory lay, the ftrains belong; 
ink fome mifer vents his fapient faw, 
le dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
empt profusion, fmgs ; while friendly zeal, 
ard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 
s the meaneft of the Mufes* train ! 
ou I loath the groveling progeny, 

wily arts, by creeping time marur'd, 
ce them high on power's tyrannic thrones 
d it there in gorgeous ufeleflfnefs, 
>urn fuccefslefs worth that pines below ! 
:he rich churl, amid the focial fons 
e and wit, regaling! hark he joins 
free jeft delighted ! feems to mew 
orated heart ! he laughs ! he fings ! 
Df gay import, madrigals of glee, 
•unken anthems fet agape the board, 
emea, in the play, benign and mild. 
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And pouring forth benevolence of foul, 
Till Micio wonders ^ or, in Stokeipear's Hue, 
Obftrcpcrout Silence ; drowning Shallow's voice, 
And ftartling Fajftatf, awl ids. nvad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anon, 
To Fmooth his careful brow ! to let his purfe 
^Ope to a fixpence's diameter ! 
He likes our ways ; he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleafaunce, and deferve regard* 
True we are dainty good ibciety, 
But what art thou ? alasl confider well, 
Thou bane of focial plcafure, know t&yfelf. 
Thy fell approach, like fome invafive damp 
Breath'd through the pores of earth from Stygian a 
Deftroy the lamp of mirtji ; the lamp wijich we 
Its flamens boaft to guard : we know not how, 
But at thy fight the fading flame aijumes 
A ghaftly blue, and in a (tench expires. 

True , thou feem'ft chang'd > all fainted, all enl 
The trembling tears tjiafc charge thy melting eyes 
■Say thou art honeft, and of gentle kind, 
But all is falfe ! an intermixing figh 
Condemns each hour, eaph moment giv'n to finite 
And deems thofe only loft, thou dpft not.loJfe. 
Ev'n for a demi groat, this open'd foul, 
This boon companion, this, elaftic breaft 
Revibrates quick $ and fends the tuneful tongue 
To lavifti mufic on the rugged walls 
4)f /bme dark dungeon, "VWw. \ko>\ caitiff, fly ! 
Touch not my gWs, wot toiYcvTcrj femWtfmV 
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lifter, ingrale ! beneath one common Iky 
y mould£ thou breathe ? beneath one common roof 
m ne'er fhali harbour , nor my Jittle boat 
eive a foul vim crimes to prefs it down* 
to thy b?gs, thou recreant* hourJy go. 
1, gazing tfiece, bid them be wit, be mirth, 
ronverfation. Not a face that fmilet 
nit thy presence ! not a foul that glows 
h focial purport* bid or ey'n or morn 
ft the happy \ but when life declines, 
r thy. fure heirs Hand tittering round thy bed, 
I, uftie^ing in their favourites, burft thy locks, 
I fill their lamps with gold ; till want and cane 
th joy depart, and cry, €€ We afl^ no more," 
Ji never never piay tlf harmonious mind 
lure the worldly ! poets, ever YPid 
guile, diftrufllefs, fcorn the trgafur'd gpj^i 
j fpurn the mifer, fpurn his deity. 
anc'4 wi$h friend/hip, in the poet's ey* 
i rival feale qf iatereft kicks the b.eam, 
in lightning fwif<er. From, his cayern'd ftor$ . 
? forcjid fbui, wjth" kif-applaufe, remarks 
e kind prppenujry ; remarks and fmiles, 
d hies with impious hafte to fpread the fear*, 
n we deride, ;md iu our comic fcenes 
itemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn. 
i loath with jmtice; but alas the pain 
bow the knee before this caJf of gold} 
plore hit envious .aid, and meet his frown ! 

4 B*t 
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But 'tis not Gomez, *tis not he whole heart 
Js crafted o'er with drofs, whoie callous mind 
Is fenfelefs as his gold, the flighted Mufe 
Intenfely loaths. *Tis Aire no equal talk 
To pardon him, who lavifhes his wealth 
On racer, fox-hound, hawk, or fpaniel, all 
But human merit 5 who with gold efiays 
All, but the nobleft pleafure, to remove 
The want of genius, and its fmiles enjoy. 

But y u, ye titled youths ! whofe nobler zeal 
Would burnifli o'er your coronets with fame 5 
Who liften pleas'd when poet tunes his lay \ 
Permit him not, in diftant folitudes, 
To pine, to languiih out the fleeting hours 
Of a&ive youth I then virtue pants for praife 
That feafon unadorned, the carelefs bard 
Quits your worn threfliold, and like honeft Gay 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favors then, like trophies given the tomb, 
Th' enfranchisM fpirit foaring not perceives, 
Or fcorns perceiv'd ; and execrates the fmile 
Which bade hid vigorous bloom, to treacherous h 
And fervile cares a prey, expire in vain ! — 

Two lawlefs powers, engaged by mutual hate 
In endlefs war, beneath tlieir flags enroll 
The vaffal world. This avarice is inm'd, 
That luxury ; 'tis true their partial friends 
Aflign them fofter names ; ufurpers both ; 
That mare by dint o£ arav% \k* \*^*.V \kroue 
Ofj 11ft oeconomy \ yet \>o\k Y*xra>f & 
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^y fraudful minifters. The niggard chief, 
. -^-iftening to want, all faithlefs, and prepared 

* o join each moment in his rival's train, 
* -*^i* conduct models by the needlefs fears 
*he flave'infpire* ; -while luxury, a chief 

•Of ampleft faith, to plenty's rule refigns 

**lis whole campaign. *Tis plenty's flattering founds 
^iigrofs his ear; 'tis plenty's fmiling form 

-^toves frill before his eyes. Difcretion drives, 
^ut ilrives in vain, to banifh from the throne 
*X*he perjur'd minion. He, fecure of trtfft, 
^Vith latent malice to the hoftile camp 

-*^ay, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth conveys. 

Ye towering minds ! ye fublimatcd fouls '. 
"Who, carelefe of your fortunes, feal and fign, 
Set, let, contract, acquit, with eafier mien 
I'han fops take fnuif ! whofe ceconomic care 
"Vour green -fiik purfe engroflfes ! eafy, pleas' d, 
TTo fee gold fparkle through the fubtle folds j 
X^ovely, as when th' Hefperian fruitage fmiPd 
-Amid the verdurous gFove ! who fondly hope 
-Spontaneous harvefts ! harvefts all the year ! 
"Who fcatter wealth, as though the radiant crop 
Olitter'd on every J)ough ; and every bough 
Like that the Trojan gathered, once avuls'd 
"Were by a fplendid fuccelTor fupply'd 
Inftant, fpontaneous! liften to my lays. 
Tor 'tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phrafe 
Have longidecreed, that quit with greateft c:\fe 
Th* tzcafar'd gold. Of words \ndtcA ^\C\\\& v 
R 
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Of gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul 
Clenches their coin, and what ele&ral fire 
Shall folve the frofty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
*Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of health ! of treafure ! ftimulates the foul : 
Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art, 
Improve the vinous flavour; thefe the finile 
Of Cloe foften j thefe the glare of drefs 
Illume j the glittering chariot gild anew, 
And add ftrange wifdom to the furs of power. 

Alas ! that he, amid the race of men, 
That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcorn : 
Should with un fated appetite demand, 
And vainly court, the pleafure it procures ! 
When fancy's vivid fpark impels the foul 
To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to fpurn the blifs 
Of vulgar minds, what noftrum fliall compofe 
Its fatal tenfion ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy medicine's various field, afpires 
The bleft refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgafm uncontrolM ! 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requires j to eat, to drink, to ileep, to fill 
A cheft with gold, the fprightly breaft deman< 
InccflTant rapture ; life, a tedious load 
DenyM its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? philofophy requires 
No lavifh coft j to crown its utmoft prayer 
Suffice the root-built cell, the fimple fleece, 
The juicy viand, and the cryftal ftream. 
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mild ftupidity rewards her train 

cheap contentment. Tafte alone requires 
e profufion ! Days and nights, and hours, 
voice, hydropic fancy ! calls aloud 
oftly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
s of rich regalement I feas of biffs ! 
without more ! infinity of fweets ! 
id yet, unlefs fage reafon join her hand 
eafure'8 purchafe, pleafure is unfure* 
yet, unlefs oeconomy's confent 
dmate expence, fome gracelefs mark, 

fymptom ill-conceaTd, fhall, foon or late, - 
: like a pimple -from the vicious tide 
cid blood, proclaiming want's difeafe, ^ 

ift the bloom of Ihew. The fcanty ftream 
-loitering in its channel, feems to vie 
1 Vaga's depth j but mould the fedgy power 
-gl6rious empty his penurious urn 

the rough rock, how rauft his fellow ftreams 
ie the tinklings of the boaftive rill ! 
lot afpire to mark the dubious path 
t leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain t 

ere felf- flattery footh the vivid breaft 
h dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
eft how few, who charnVd the liftening ear 
'atrap or of king, her fmiles enjoy'd ! 
fider well, what meagre alms repay'd 
: great Meoniah, fire of tuneful Cong, 
1 prototype of all that foar'd fubHme, 
i left dull cares below 5 what griefs impelled 

R % TVr 
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The modcft bard of learn'd Eliza's reign 
To fweil with tears his Mulla's parent ftreara, 
And mourn aloud the pang " to ride, to run, 
" To fpend, to give, to want, to be undone/* 
Why fliould I tell of Cowley's pen five Mufe 
Belov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme ! 
Which of your boafted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Butler, when the liberal-Charics, 
The judge of wit, penis'd the fprightly page, 
Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope, 
The poet's parafite 5 but learn alone 
To fpare the fcanty boon the fates decree- 
Poet and rich ! 'tis.folcecifm extreme ! 
*Tis heightened contradiction ! in his frame* 
.In every «ierve and fibre of his foul, 
The latent feeds and principles of want 
Has nature wove; and*, fate- confirm'd the clue* 

Nor yet defpak to ihun. the ruder gripe 
•Of penury ; with nice preeifion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremoft in the page 
That marks th' expence of each revolving year* 
Place inattention. When the luft of praife, 
Or honour's falfe idea, tempts thy foul 
To flight frugality, affure thine heart 
That danger 's near. This periftable coitt 
Is no vain ore. ,It is thy liberty, 
It fetters mifers, but it rouft alone 
Enfranchife thee. The world, the cit-like worlds 
JSids thee beware \ thy little craft efTay.* 

X * 
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ddling with a tea-fpoon's flender form, 
h foup-ladles devils gormandize. . 
nomy ! thou good old aunt ! whofe mien 
'd with age and care the wife adqre, 
ts contemn" ! referring ftill thy ftores 
ar thy friends at laft ! why with the cif, ' 
klefe churl, with each ignoble name, 
irthly 'nature, deign'ft thou to refide ? 
Running all who by thy favours crown'd 
glad the world, to feek fccne vulgar mind 
lg pride, and fclfifh (hapes of ill ? 
r with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
lildlefs, love to dwell ; yet leave the breaft 
ith, unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd ? 
ith, to whom thy monitory voice 
loubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes • 
fhort foe'er it prove) the road of life 
•s protracted 5 fair on either fide 
3ves, the Graces play, on Fortune's child 1 
?ly fmiling ; well might you eflay 
ugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
of their favour all the live-long day; 
ite affents not. Age alone contracts 
agre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
his peace, the glittering feeds of care ! 
at the MufeV voice might pierce the ear 
lerous youth ! for youth deferves her fong, » 
is fair virtue's feafon, . virtue then 
es the prunerVhand 5 the fapwtrt &&£**<. 
/ Federates j nor lo ag the fipacs 

R 3 



-fc 



s 4 6 SHE N ST ONE'S POEMS, 

Ere robb'd of warmth, its arid trunk difplay 
Fell winter's total reign, O , lovely fource 
Of generous foibles, youth ! when opening minds 
Are honed as the light, lucid as air, 
As foftering breezes kind, as linnets gay, 
Tender as buds, and lavifli as the fpring ! 
Yet, haplefs ftate of man ! his earliest youth 
Cozens itfelf 5 his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it ftrange that rolling years abrade 
The focial biafs. Life's extenfive page 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold's omnipotence ? With patriots, friends, 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate fome, 
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales 
A noifome fcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinlmen, brothers, fons, moiftening the fhr 
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief 
Of fliort duration j foon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they fhed^ 

But who fhall fave by tame profaic foam 
That glowing breaft, where wit with youth, confp 
To fweeten luxury ? The fearful Mufe 
Shall yet proceed, though by the fainteft gleam 
Of hope infpir'd, to warn the train (he loves. 

PA R T the SECOND. 

IN fome dark feafon, when the mifty (hower 
Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the iky ; 
When linnets dro|> \ta Vvug, xvw ^rove nor ftrean 
Invites thee forth, to ^qit ^ ta^Yu^fafes 
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Seize the dull hour, nor with regret aflign 

To worldly prudence. She nor nice nor coy 

Accepts the tribute of a joylefs day 5 

She fmiles well-pleas'd, when wit and mirth recede, 

^.nd not a Grace, and not a Mufe will hear. 

Then, from majeftic Maro's awful ftrain, 

Or towering Homer, let thine eye defcend 

To trace, with patient induftry, the page 

Of income and expence. And oh ! beware 

Thy breaft, felf-flattering, place no courtly fmile, 

No golden promife of your faithlefs Mufe, 

Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may (hew, 

Amid thy folid ftore. The fyren's fong 

Wrecks not the liftening failor, half fo fure. 

See by what avenues, what devious paths, 

The foot of want, detefted, Heals along, 

And bars each fatal pafs. Some few fhort hours . 

Of punctual care, the refufe of thy year 

On frugal fchemes employed, mail give the Mufe 

To fing intrepid many a chearful day. 

But if too foon before the tepid £ales 
Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows, 
In wary hours preferred, or dye. forgot, 
Or feenTd the forc'd effect of hazy ikies ; 
Then, ere furprize, by whofe impetuous rage 
The mafly fort, with which thy gentler breaft 
I not compare, is won, the fong proceeds. 

Know too by nature's undiminished law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various ijiarU 
Of deep creation, atoms, fyftfcms> attA 

R* *** 
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Attract and are attracted 5 nor prevails the law 

Alone in matter; foul alike with foul 

Afptres to join ; nor yet in fouls alone, 

In each idea it imbibes, is found 

The kind propenfity. And when they meet, 

And grow familiar, various though their tribe. 

Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith : 

That, mould the world's disjointed frame once more 1 

To chaos yield the fway, amid the wreck 

Their union (hould furvive ; with Roman warmth, 

By (acred hofpitable laws endear'd, 

Should each idea recollect its friend. 

Here then we fix j on this perennial bafe 
Erect thy fafety, and defy the (form. 
Let foft profufion's fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty 5 nor here defift, 
Till, o'er the group that forms their various train 
Thou fing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward (hew in lading leagues combine 
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face 
Of rafti intemperance, be difcreetly pair'd 
With fallow hunger ; the licentious joy, 
With mean dependence 3 ev'n the dear delight 
Of fculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins, 
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence f (hall connect 
With filth and beggary 5 nor difdain to link 
With black infolvency. Thy foul alarm' d 
Shall (hun the fyren's voice ; nor boldly dare 
To bid the foft encYtexvtrefe (haxt th^ breaft, 
With fuch a train of Ymhu^ tanfc ^wk^swC^ 
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Nor think, yc fordid race ! ye groveling mindf t 
"^T frame the fong for you ! for you, the- Mufe 
^^ould otlier rules impart 3 the friendly drain, 
^V>r gentler bloffoms planned, to yours would prove - 
"l*he juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
^fliatever Colchos bore j and in your breaft 
^ompaflion, love, and friendship, all deftroy4 

It greatly (hall avail, if e'er thy ftores 
Xicreafe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, 
The lean reward of grofs unbounded praife ! • 
It much avails, to feize the prefent hour, 
And, undeliberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors 5 their horrid rage 
When once appeasM, the fmall remaining ftore 
Shall rife in weight tenfold, in luftre rife, 
As gold improved by many a fierce allay. 
'Tis thus the frugal hufbandman directs 
His narrow ftream, if, o'er its wonted banks 
By fudden rains impell'd, it proudly fwell ; 
His timely hand through better trafts conveys 
The quick decreafing tide 5 ere borne along 
Or through the wild morafs, or cultur'd field, 
Or bladed grafs mature, or barren fands, 
It flow deftru&ive, or it flow in vain 1 
But happieft he who fan&ifies expence 
By prefent pay ! who fubje&s not his fame 
To tradefmens varlets, nor bequeaths his name* 
His honour'd name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of bafe mechanic, fordid, ununcextX 
Then haply, while thy ^Xufc fctoYvtaA^ ^^s% 
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Beyond this earthly fphere, in heaven's abodes, 
And dreams of ne&ar and ambrofial fweets, 
Thy growing debt fteals unregarded o'er 
The pun&ual record ; tiii nor Phoebus fclf, 
Nor fage Minerva's art, can aught avail 
To foothe the ruthlefs dun's detefted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curfe profane 
He loads the gentle Mine > then hurls thee down 
To want, remorfe, captivity, and ftiame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men, 
With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane ? — 
Why fondly linger on a hoftile Aiore, 
Difarm'd, defencelefs ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why alas to breathe 
A moment' 8 fpace, where every breeze is death ? 
Death to thy future peace ! Away, colleft 
Thy diflipated mind 5 contract thy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flowery fields 
Of fliew diffus'd, and fpeed to fafer climes* 
Oeconomy prefents her glafs, accept 
The faithful mirror} powerful to difclofe 
A thoufand forms, unfeen by carelefs eyes. 
That plot thy fate. Temptation, in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with every fweet perfum'd, 
Befets thy fenfe 5 extortion follows clofe 
Her wanton ftep, and ruin brings the rear. 
Thefe and the reft mall her myfterious glafs 
Embody to thy view 5 like Venus kind, 
When to her labouring fryev, ^N^^foi^wers 
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tat nrg'd the fall of Ilium, flie difplay'd, 
, not imprudent, at the fight declined 
le unequal conflict, and decreed to raife 
le Trojan welfare on fome happier more* 
r here to drain thy fwelling purfe await 
thoufand arts, a thoufand frauds attend, 
The cloud-wrought canes, the gorgeous muff-boxes* 
The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee* 
With all its bright inhabitants, (hall wafte 
[ts melting ftores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not a doit behind." Ere yet exhauft 
flimfy folds offend thy penfive eye, 
/ay! embofomM deep in diftant (hades, 
r feen nor feeing, thou mayft vent thy fcon* 
lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold ! 
ere of the farded fop, and eflfene'd beau, 
ocious with a ftoic's frown difclofe 
iy manly fcorn, averfe to tinfel pomp ; 
id fluent thine harangue. But can thy foul 
ny thy limbs the radiant grace of drefs, 
here drefs is merit! where thy graver friend 
ill wi(h thee burniuYd ! where the fprightly faiv 
mand embellifliment ! ev'ri Delia's eye, 
i in a garden, roves, of hues alone 
juirent, curious ? Fly the curft domain 5 
tefe are the realms of luxury and (hew; 
claflic foil : away ! . the bloomy fpring 
tracts thee hence j the waning autumn warns.; 
r to thy native (hades, and dread ev'n there, 
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Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ftatc 

Beyond its bounds. Obferve Florelio's mien* 

Why treads my friend with melancholy ftep 

That beauteous lawn ? why penfive ftrays his eye? 

O'er ftatues, grottoes, urns* by criticart 

Proportion'd fair ? or from his- lofty dome, 

Bright glittering through the grove, returns hiseyr 

Unpleas'd, difconfolate ? And is it love, 

Difaftrous love, that robs the finiuYd foenes 

Of all their beauty ? centering all in her 

His . foul adores ? or from ' a blacker caufe 

Springs this remorfeful gloom ? is confcious guilt 

The latent fource of more than love's defpair? 

It cannot be within that polifh'd brcaft 

Where fcience dwells, that guilt mould harbour that 

No ! 'tis the fad furvey of prefent want, 

And paft profufion ! Loft to him the fweeta 

Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charm- 

For other eyes 5 or, if remaining, proofs > 

Of criminal expence ! Sweet interchange 

Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains!' 

How gladfome once he rang'd your native turf, 

Your Ample fcenes, how raptur'd 1 ere expence 

Had lavifiVd thoufand ornaments* and taught- 

Convenience to perplex him, art to pall, 

Pomp to dejcft, and beauty to difplcafe. 

Oh ! for a foul to all the glare of wealth, 
To fortune's wide exhauftlefs treafury, 
JfoWy fuperior. \ \>ut \tt. «ax\i<yfc ^\^ 
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le coy difpofal of the wealth we fcorn, 
\d prudence be our almoner! Ala&! 
le pilgrim wandering o'er fome diftant clime^ 
arn foe of avarice ! not difdains to learn 
coin's imputed worth $ the deftin'd means 

fmooth his pafiage to the favoured flirine. 
i let not us,.who tread this ftranger- world, 
: none who fojourn on the realms of life, 
-get the land is mercenary ; nor wafte 
i fare, ere landed on no venal, more. 
Let never bard confult Palladio's rules $ 
: never bard, O Burlington ! furvey 
y learned art, in ChifwLck's dome difplay'd;| 
ngerous incentive ! nor with lingering eye 
rvey the window^Venice calls her own. 
tter for him, with no ingrateful Mufe, 
• fing a requiem to that gentle foul 
ho planned the iky-light $ which tolavifli bard* 
nveys-alone the pure etherial ray. 
rgarrets him, and fqualid walls await, 
Jefs, prefageful, from this friendly ftrain, 

glean advice, and (bun the fcribbler's doom* 

PART the THI'RU 

T E T once again, and to thy doubtful fate 

The trembling Mufe configns thee. Erecontfmjfe 
want's empoifon'd arrow, ridicule, 
antfx thy weak unguarded breaft, behold! 
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The poet* 8 roofs, the carelefs poet's, his 
Who fcorns advice, (hall clofe my ferious lay. 

When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd, 
The play-thing of companion, arriv'd 
Where learned bofoms their aerial fchemes 
Projected, ftudious of the public weal j 
'Mid thefe, one fubtler artdft he defcry'd, 
Who cherifli'd in his duity tenement 
The fpider's web, injurious, to fupplant 
Fair Albion's fleeces ! Never, never may 
Our monarch on fuch fatal purpofe fmile, 
And irritate Minerva's beggar' d fons 
The Meikfham weavers ! Here in every nook 
Their wefts they fpun 5 here reveTd uncontrourd, 
And, like the flags from Weftminfter's high roof 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 
Such, fo adorn'd, the cell I mean to fmg 1 
Celltfver fqualid ! where the fneerful maid 
Will not fatigue her hand ! broom never comes, 
That comes to all ! o'er whofe quie&ent walls 
Arachne's unmolefted care has drawn 
Curtains fubfufk, and fave th' expence of art. 

Survey thofe walls, in fady texture clad, 
Where wandering mails in many a {limy path, 
Free, unreftrain'd, their various journeys crawl j 
Peregrinations ftrange, and labyrinths 
^Confus'd, inextricable ! fuch the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explain'd ! 
Hooks ! angles I crook* I acid involutions wild ! 
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■^lean time, thus filver'd with meanders gay, 
^xi mimic pride the fnail- wrought tiffue mines, 
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen, 
^tfot ill expreflive ! fuch the power of fnail s. 

Behold the chair, whole fra&ur'd feat infirm 
-An aged cumion hides ! replete with duft 
*Thc foliag'd velvety pleafmg to the eye 
'Of great Eliza's reign, but now the fnare 
Of weary gueft that on the fpecious bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah ! difaftrous wight! 
In evil hour and rafhly doft thou truft 
The fraudf ul couch 1 for, though in velvet cas'd, 
Thy fated thigh mall kifs the dufty floor. 
The traveller thus, that o'tr Hibernian plains 
Hath fhap'd his way ; on beds profufe of flowers f 
Cowflip, or primrofe, or the circular eye 
Of daifie fair, decrees to bafk fupine. 
And fee ! delighted, down he drops; fecure 
Of fwcet refrefhment, eafe without annoy, 
Or lufcious noon-day nap. All much deceived, 
Much fuffering pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap # 
Nor fweet repofe (halt find ; the falfe morafs 
In quivering undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in 'he miry gulph enclos'd ! 
And who would trill* appearance ? caft thine eye 
Where 'mid nr-::!v,. •- of heterogeneous form 
His coat deperd'-. ; 1 is ! his only coat, 
Eldeft cif thi n >> ; ' - n . . , . plefs, n s an heath 
Of fmall extent, hy *,coc\ .uyriads grai'd. 
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'Not different have I feen in dreary vault 
Difplay'<]> a coffin j on each fable fide 
The texture unmolefted feems entire. 
Sraudful, when touch'd it glides to duft away ! 
And leaves the wondering Twain to gape, or ftar^, 
And with expreffive fhrug, and piteous figh, 
Declare the fatal force of rolling yearsj 
*©r dire extent of frail mortality. 
This aged vefture, fcprn of gazing beaux;, 
And formal .cits, (themfelves too haply fcornM) 
.Both on its fleeve and on its fkirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide-fparkling .: for, if e'er 
Their well-known creft met his delighted eye, 
Though wrapt in thought, commercing with the.flcy 
-He, gently (looping, Jcorn'd not to upraife, 
.And on eachileeve, as confcious of their ufe, 
Indenting fix them ; nor, when arm'd with thefe. 
The cure of .rents and reparations dire, 
. And chafms enormous, did he view difmay'd 
Hedge, bramble, thicket, bum, portending fate 
To breeches, coat and hofe ! had any wight 
Of vulgar fkill, the tender texture own*d.$ 
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's fhoe-ftring, or of Cloe^s faru. . 
Or fweetly-f afhion'd tip of Celiacs ear. 
Alas ! by frequent ufe decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refra&ory robe , 

Xludes the taylor's art, eludes his own ; 
^Hew potent Qixce^ uv warn cgaotai conjoin/d I 
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"See near his bed (his bed too falfely call'd 
"he place of reft, while it a Bard fuftains 5 
ale, meagre, Mufe-rid wight ! who reads in vaia 
arcotic volumes o'er) his candleftick, 
adiant machine, when from the plaftic hand 
'f Mulciber, the mayor of Birmingham, 
"he engine hTued 5 now alas difguis'd 
y many an un£hious tide, that wandering down 
rs fides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eflays 
Pith humour forc'd, and ill-difiembled fmile, 
lly to liken to the poplar's trunk 
Vhcn o'er its bark the lucid amber, wound 
ti many a pleafing fold, incrufts the tree, 
►r fuits him more the winter's candy'd thorn, 
Vhen from each branch, anneal'd, the works of frofl 
ervafive, radiant ificles depend ? 

How fliall I.fing the various ill that waits 
?he careful fonneteer ? or who can paint 
The fhifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
To patch his panelefs window ; to cement 
lis battered tea-pot, ill-retentive vafe ? 
To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
Cor foe, nor fearful. Rum unforefeen 
invades his chattels 5 rum will invade ; 
Will claim his whole invention to repair, 
tfor/ pf the gift, for tuneful ends defign'd* 
A.llow one part to decorate his fong. 
While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
?onfciou$ of every flrift, of* every ftivft 



Indicative,, hi$ inmoft plot betrays, 
Points to the nook, whi.ch, he his ftudy calls 
Pomppus and. vain ! for thus he might efteera 
His cheft, a wardrobe ; purfe, a treafury j 
. And (hews, to crown her full dlfplay, himfe)£. 
• One whom the powers above, in place of healu) 
And wonted vigour ; of paternal cot, 
Or little farm ; of bag, or fcrip, or ftaff, 
Cup, dim, fpoon, plate, or worldly utenfij, 
A poet fram/d $ ^et fram'd not to repine, 
And wiih the cobler's loftieft fite his own j 
Nor, partial as they feem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechanifm, joined 
Goods fo fuperior, fuch exalted blifs ! 
• ^See with what feeming eafe, what labourM p 
He$ haplefs hypocrite ! refines his najj, 
Jiis chief amu/ement! then how t £eignI4, how 
That care-defying /qnnet, which implies 
His debts difchargM, and he of ha,lf a crown 
In full pofleflion, uncontefted right 
And property ! Yet ah ! whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, if fucji. there be, diibuft 
The vain pretence j, lfte/railes that harbour gri 
As lurks the ferpent deep in flowers enwreath'< 
Forewarn'd, be frugal j or with prudent rage 
Thy pen demoliflij chufe tfcqJtruftier flail, 
And blefs thofe labours which the choice infpi 
But if thou view'ft a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common ($afe> wjio feeks no brighter nara 
Him envy, him, admire, Yukv* Swn>>^\s«»& 
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**refcient of future dignities, falute 
Sheriff, or mayor, in comfortable furs 
•^^nwrapt, fecure : nor yet the laureafs crown 
*^» thought exclude him J He perchance mall rife 
*X\> nobler heights than forefight can decree. 

When, fiVd with wrath, for his intrigues difplayM 

- Xn many an idle fong, Saturnian Jove 

• Afow'd fure, dsftru&ion to the tuneful race; 

- ^AppeasM by Suppliant Phoebus, " Bards, he faid, 
"henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debarrM* 

- ZBut fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 

- Securejof thunder." — Low the Delian bow'd, 
- Nor at th* invidious favour dar'd repine. 

The R U I N'D ABBEY; 

OR, • 

The EFFECTS of SUPERSTITION. 

j\ T length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
••**• Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts 
rOf wood or.fount the frighted Mufe returns. 

Happy the Bard, who, from his native hills, 
: Soft muling on a fummer's eve, furveys 
.His azure ftream, with penfile woods enclosed ! 
OrVer the glafly furface, with his friend, 
Or faithful fair, through bordering willows green 
"Wafts his fmail frigate. Fearlefs he of fliouts, 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew 
That ape confufion from the realms tta^ ym\*\ 

S % ^** 
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Fearlefs of thefe ; who (hares the gentler voice 
Of peace and mufic 5 birds of fweeteft fong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
And chcar the foreft j birds of brighter plume 
With bufy pinion (kirn the glittering wave, 
And tempt the fun $ ambitious to difplay 
Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute, 
Or number' d verfe, by female voice endear'o*, 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the fcene. 

If folitude his wandering fteps invite 
To fome more deep recefs (for hours there are, 
When gay, when focial minds to friendfhip's vol 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) 5 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable ftiades, 
Her iblemn courts ! the centre of the grove ! 
The root-built cave, by far-extended rocks 
Around embofom'd, how it foothes the foul i 
If fcoop'd at. firft by. fuperftitious hands 
The rugged cell received alone the lhoals 
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here, 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires : 
Yet here may wifdom, as fhe walks the maze, 
Some ferious truths collecT:, the rules of life, 
And ferious truths of mightier weight than gold 
I a(k not wealth j but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles 5 in early life, 
Ere indolence impede the fearch, explored. 
Then, like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, ^teikcpi^^Wt^*'^ 
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^ly grounded hope, or fubtler wits deride, 

'Will I not blufh to /hun the vain debate, 

-And this mine anfwer j " Thus, 'twas thus I thought} 

*' My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire 5 

* € Thus will I think, averfe to liften more 

«« To intricate difcuflion, prone to ftray. 

€C Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend . 

*' My fettled faith ; my mind, with age impaired,, 

** Too Aire its own infirmities declare. 

*< But I am arm'd by caution, ftudious youth, 

4S And early forefight ; now the winds may rife, 

4t The tempeft whittle, and the billows roar j 

" My pinnace rides in port, defpoil'd and worn, 

•' Shattered by time and (forms, but while it ftiunsV - 

" Th' inequal conflict, and declines the deep, 

•' Sees the ftrong veflel fluctuate lefs fecure." 

Thus while he llrays, a thoufand rural fcenes 
Suggeft inftru&ion, and inftru&ing pleafe. 
And fee betwixt the grove's extended arms 
An abbey's rude remains attract thy view, 
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lingering ftep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deftroy 
Tree, branch, or fliade, for never mall thy bread 
*Tqo long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove th* obftru&ive bough 5 nor yet refufe, 
Though Tighing, to deftroy that favourite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that fereens the vaft remains. • 
Aggrieved but conftant as the Roman fire,, 

83 T* 
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The rigid Manlius, when Ills conquering fon 
Bled by a parent's voice ; the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timelefsly difplay'd j 
Nor ceafe till, through the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam imobftrucled ; thither oft thine eye 
Shall fweetly wander j thence returning, foothe 
With penfive fcenes thy philofophic mind. 

Thefe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
O fuperftition ! hence the dire difeafe, 
(Balanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian peffc 
Were a fliort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranfient indigeftion) feiz'd mankind. 

Long time me rag*d, and fcarce a fouthern gale 
WarmM our chill air, unloaded with the threats- 
Of tyrant Rome j but futile all, till me, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their power, 
And in a thoufand horrid forms attirM. 

Where then was truth to fanftify the page 
Of Britim annals ? if a foe expired, 
The perjur'd monk fubornM infernal fhrieks, 
And fiends to match at the departing foul 
With hellifh emulation. If a friend, 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the fkies. 

What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
faith ? 
The fovcreign's juft, the fubjecVs loyal pacl, 
To cheriih mutual good, annulled and vain, 
By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroll 
Ere the frail ian&ion of the wax was cold. 

WitM 
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Oh dear? bought trophies ! when a prince defert* 
Hit drooping realm, to pluck the barren fprays ! 

When faithiefs John ufurp v d the fully'd crown, 
What ample tyranny I the groaning land 
Deero'4 earth, deem'd heaven its foe ! fix tedious yeai 
Our helplefs fathers in defpair obey T d 
The papal interdict $ and who obey'd, 
The fovereign plundered. O inglorious days ! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal refcript, claim 'd Britannia's throne, 
And durft invade j be fuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recalled in vain ! 

Scarce had the torturM ear deje&ed heard 
Rome's loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead 
To every purpofe, men nor wifh'd to live, 
Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curfe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the negle&ed crook that ruPd the plain. 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he fees 
A vengeful angel, in whofe waving fcroll 
He reads damnation ; fees its fable train 
Of grim attendants, penciled by defpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful fteps arrived ; his home, his friends, 
His offspring left, to laviih on the (hrine 
Of fome far-honour'd faint his cofUy ftores, 
Inverts his footftep j fickens at the fight 
Of the barrM fane, and filent fheds his tear. 

The wretch whofe hope by ftern oppreffion chasN 
From every earti&y \>V\fe> ftW\ *& Sx few 
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Triumphant wrong, took wing, and flew to heaven, 
ftjid refted there, now mourn M his refuge loft 
\nd wonted peace. The (acred fane was barr'd, 
knd the lone altar, where the mourners throng'd 
To fupplicate remiffion, fmok'd no more ^ 
While the green weed luxuriant round uprofe. 
Some from their death-bed, whofe delirious faith 
Through every ftage of life to Rome's decrees 
Obfequious$ humbly hop'd to die in peace, 
Now faw the ghaftly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terrors 5 now expiring heard 
The laft loud clarion found, and heaven's decred 
With unremitting vengeance bar the flcies. 
Nor light the. grief, by fuperftition weiglf d, 
That their difhonour'd corfe, fhut from the verge 
Of hallow'd earth, or tutelary fane, 
Muft fleep with brutes their vaffals ; on the field f 
Unneath fome path, in marie unexorcis'd I 
No fblemn bell extort a neighbour's tear ! 
No tongue of prieft pronounce their foul fecure I 
Nor fondeft friend aflure their peace obtained I 
The prieft ! alas, fo boundlefs was the ill 1 
He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn j 
The vivid vermeil fled his fady cheek, 
And his big paunch, diftended with the fpoil* 
Of half his flock : emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier lull of power ! 
'Twas now Rome's fondeft friend, whofe meagre hand! 
Told to the midnight lamp his, holy beads 
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With nice precifion, felt the deeper wound 
At hit gull'd foul revered the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin fpare ? for wealth,- for power, 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and friend, 
Sunk helplefs in the dreary gulph involv'd $ - 
And one capricious curfe enveloped all ! j 

Were kings fecure ? in towering ftations bora, • 
In flattery nurs'd* inur'd to fcorn mankind, 
Or view diminiih'd from their fite fublime; 
As when a Jhepherd, from the lofty brow 
Of fome proud cliff, furveys his leflening flock- 
In fnowy groups difFuiive, feud the vale. - 

A while the furious menace John returned, > 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas 4 too foon ' 
Allegiance fickening faw its fovereign yield, 
An angry prey to icruples not his own. 
The loyal foldier, girt around with ftrength, 
Who ftole from mirth and wine his blooming yearly 
And feiz'd the fauchion, refolute to guard 
His fovereign's right, impalfyM at the news, 
Finds the firm bias of his foul revers'd 
For foul defertion ; drops the lifted fteel, 
And quits fame's noble harveft, to expire 
The death of Monks, of forfeit, and of doth! 

At length fatigued with wrongs, the fervile king 
Drained from his land its fmall remaining ftoret 
To buy remiflion. But could thefe obtain ? 
No ! refolute in^wrongs the priefts obdur'd } 
Till crawling bafe to Rome's depute^ flavc 

* Hit 
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33is fame, his people, and his crown r he gave. 
iMean monarch-! flighted, brav'd, abhorred before'! 

And now, appeas'd by delegated fway,. 
The wily pontiff fcoms' not to recall 
His interdictions. Now the facred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes* prepared 
To buy deceit } admit obfequious tribes* 
Of fatraps ! princes ! crawling to the ihrine 
Of fainted villainy ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenfe wreath'd, amidft a drooping land 
That figh'd for bread ! 'Tis thus the Indian clove 
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crimfon flower, 
And fheds its odours $ while the flocks around 
Hungry and faint the barren fands explore 
In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears the foil; 
Drained and exhauft to fwell its thirfty pores, 
And furnifh luxury.— Yet in vain 
Britannia drove j and whether artful Rome 
Carefs'd or curs'd her, fuperftition ragM 
And blinded, fettered, and defpoil'd the land. 

At length fome murderous monk, with poifonous ixt 
ExpellM the life his brethren robb*d of peace. 

Nor yet furceas'd with John's difaftrous fate 
Pontific fury ! Englifh wealth exhauft, 
TJie fequent reign * beheld the beggar'd fliore 
Grim with Italian ufurers 5 prepared 
To lend, for griping unexampled hif% 

To 

* Henry III. who cancel' d tiv& Ma$fe Chart** 
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To lend— what Rome might pillage uncontro. 

For now with more extenfive havoc rag'd 
Relentlefs Gregory, with a thoufand arts, 
And each rapacious, born to drain the world t 
Nor ftiall the Mufe repeat, how oft he blew 
The croife's trumpet 5 then for fums of goli 
AnnullM the vow, and bade the falfe alarm 
Swell the grofs hoards of Henry, or his own. 
Nor mall me tell, how pontiffs dar'd repeal 
The belt of charters ! dar'd abfolve the tye 
Of Britifli kings by legal oath reftrain'd. 
Nor can me dwell on argofies of gold 
From Albion's realm to fervile mores conveyed, 
Wrung from her fons, and fpeeded by her kings ! 
Oh irkfome days ! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught 
Of fubjefts, born to be their monarch's prey, 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 
For vacant gluttony 5 extortion, fraud, 
For avarice, envy, pride, revenge, and ihame ! 
O do&rine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhaTd 
From irnnoft Erebus ! — Such Henry's reign ! 
Urging his loyal realm's reluctant hand 
To wield the peaceful fword, by John ere while 
Forc'd from its fcabbard ; and with burnifh'd lance 
EiTay the favage cure, domeftic war ! 

And now fbi#s nobler fpirits chasM the m*ft 
3f general darknefs. Grofted * now adorn'd 

Tl 
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^1/he mitrecl wreath he wore, with reafon's {word 
Staggering delufion's frauds 5 at length beneath 
dome's interdict expiring calm, refignM 
^Jo vulgar foul that dar'd to heaven appeal ! 
teut ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain, 
fcad well nigh ceded to the flothful hands 
^)f monks libidinous ; ere Edward's care 
The lavifh hand of death-bed fear reftrain'd, 
^fet was he clear of fuperftition's taint ? 
IHe too, mifdeemful of his wholefome law, 
iEv'n he, expiring, gave his treafurM gold 
To fatten monks on Salem's diftant foil ! 

Yes, die third Edward's breaft, to papal (war 
$0 little prone, and fierce in honour's caufe, 
Could fuperftition quell ! before the towers 
Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 
He drops the fword, and figns ignoble peace i 

But ftill the night by Romi(h art diffused 
Collects her clouds, and with (low pace recedes. 
When, by foft Bourdeau's braver queen approv'd^ 
Bold WicklifF rofe : and while the bigot power 
Amidft her native darknefs (kulk'd iecure, 
The demon vanuVd as he fpread the day. 
So from his bofom Cacus breath'd of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of (moke 
Secure a while his recreant life fuftain'd ; 
Till fam'd Alcides, o'er his fubtleft wiles 
Victorious, chear'd the ravag'd nations round. 
Hail, honour'd Wickliff ! enterprizing fagel 
An Epicurus in the caufe of truth \ 
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For 'tis not radiant funs, the jovial hour* 
Of youthful fpring, an aether all ferene, 
Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 
Can chafe religious gloom I 'Tis reafon, thought, 
The light, the radiance that pervades the foul, 
And fheds its beams.on heaven's myfterious fway ! 
.As yet this light but glimmer'd, and again 
.Error prevailed 5 while kings by force uprais\d 
.Let loofe the rage of bigots on their foes, 
.And feek affeclion by the dreadful boon 
,Of licens'd murder. Ev'n the kindeft prjnc^ 
.The moil, extended breaft, the royal Hal ! 
. All unrelenting heard the Lollards cry 
Burft from th« centre of remorfelefs flames ; 
Their ftirieks endur'd ! Oh ftain to martial praife ! 
•When Cobham, generous as the noble peer 
That wears : his honours, pay'd the fatal price 
♦ Of virtue blooming ere the ftorms were laid I 

'Twas thus, alternate, truth's precarious flame 
. DecayM or flourifh'd. With malignant eye 
The pontiff faw Britannia's golden fleece, 
•• Once all his own, inveft her worthier fons ! 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains, 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful fwayi 
Eflay'-d his utmoft art, and inly ownM 
No labours bore proportion to the prize. 

So when the tempter view'd, with envious eyt^ 
The firft fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature? tbeantievm o^.foim dvC^layM, 
And centering there* m V\\& wkki&\& W>\\ 
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Then only envying heaven's creative hand i 
WiftTd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled every (hare. 

And vain were reafcn, - courage, learning, alj, 
Till power accede : till Tudor' s wild caprice 
Smile- on their caufe ; Tudor, whofe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beft of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own! 
Then Wolfey rofe, -by nature form'd to feek 
Ambition's trophies, 'by addrefs to win, 
By temper to enjoy— whofe humbler birth 
Taught the gay icenes of pomp to dazzle more. 

T&en from its. towering height with horrid found 
Rufli'd the proud abbey. .Then, the .vaulted roofs, 
Torn from their walls, difclos'xl the wanton fcene 
Of mpnkim chaftity i JEach angry friar s 
CrawFd from his bedded (trumpet, jnuttering low 
An ineffectual curfe. The pervious nooks 
That, ages paft, convey'd the guileful pried 
To play fome. image on the.gaping crowd* 
Imbibe the novel day-light j and expofe 
Obvious the fraudful enginery of Rome. 
As though this opening earth to neither realms ' 

Should fla(h meridian day, the hooded race 
Shudder abafh'Ato find their cheats djfplay'd: 
And, confeious of their guilt, and pleas'd to wave 
Its fearful meed, refign'd their fair domain* 

Nor yet fupine, nor void of rage, retir'd 
yhc |>e# gigantic.; whofe revengeful ftroke 
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Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reign. 
When from the tendered breaft each wayward prieft 
Could banifli mercy and implant a fiend ! 
When cruelty die funeral pyre uprear'd, 
And bound religion there, and fir'd the bafe ! 
When the fame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb * 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in every face 
Triumphant faith appear'd, and fmiiing hope. 
O bleft Eliza ! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome.; 
Driven to the verge of Albion, linger'd there, 
Then with her James receding, cafr. behind 
One angry frown, and fought more fervile climes* 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continued talk 
Of righteous havock, covering diftant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the /hatter' d pile. 
While through the land the mufing pilgrim fees 
A traft of brighter green, and in the midft 
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown'd } 
Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 
Now but of ufe to grace a rural fcene j 
To bound our viftas, and to glad the fons 
Of George's reign, referv'd for fairer times t 



tov* 
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LOVEand HONOUR. 

Sed neque Medorum fylvae, ditiflima terra 
Nee pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus H&mus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent : non Bactra, nee Indi, 
Totaque tliuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis." 

E T the green olive glad Hefperian mores 5 
' Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
tefe let Iberia boaft ; but if in vain, 
> win the ftranger plant's diffuflve fmile, 
ie Briton, labours, yet our native minds, 
ir conftant bofoms, thefe, the dazzled world 
ay view with envy j thefe, Iberian dames 
rvey with fixt efteem and fond defire. 
Maplefs Elvira ! thy difaftrous fate 
ay well this truth explain ; nor ill adorn 
ie Britiih lyre ; then chiefly, if the Mule, 
>r vain, nor partial, from the fimple guile 
" ancient record catch the pen five lay j 
id in lefs groveling accents give to fame, 
vira ! lovelieft maid! th* Iberian realm 
>uld boaft no purer bread, no fprightlier mind, 
) race more fplendent, and no form fo fair, 
ch was the chance of war, this peerlefs maid 

life's luxuriant bloom, cnrichM the fpoil 
: Britifli victors, victory's nobleft pride ! 
e, (he alone, amid the wailful train, 
F captive maids, afiign'd to Henry's care j 
>rd of her life, her fortune, and Vvex fanvO. 

T V*. 
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He, genearas youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that un joyous roll 
Where freedom's chcsuful radiance (nines no mort, 
Eftay'd to {often j confeious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to wafte its fleeting hours 
In fome dim fort, by foreign rule reftrahVd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day ! 

Sometimes, to cheat her bofom of its cares, 
Her kind protector numbered o'er the toils 
HimCclf had worn ; the frowns of angry feas, 
Or hoifcile rage, pr f^ithlefs friend, more fell 
Than ltorm or foe : if haply (he might find 
Her cares diminiih'd j fruitlefs fond effay I 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeft awe 
The tender lute he gave i (he not averfe. 
Nor deftitute of (kill, with willing hand 
CallM forth angelic drains j the facred debt 
Of gratitude, (be faid j whofe juft command* 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Nor tp the melting founds the nymph refusM 
Her vocal art $ harmonious, as the (train ^ 
Of fome imprifon'd lark, who, daily chear'd 
By guardian cares, repays them with a foiflg : 
Nor droops, npr deems fweet liberty refign'd. 

The fong, not artlefs, had (he framed to paint 
Difaftrous paftion j how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuftom fwayM, fome foft-ey'd fair 
Lov'd only one : nor dar'd that love reveal ! 
How the foft angui(h baniftYd from her cheek 
The danja(k rofe fu\\-\Ao^m \ * fowc c*jk*.\ 
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^nd from her bofcm forc'd the plaintive tale, 
hen, fwift as light, he fought the love-lorn siaidy 
at vaihly fought her j torn by fwifter fate 
o join the tenants of the myrtle (hade, 
tye's mournful victims on the plains below. 
Sometimes, as fancy (poke the pleating talk, 
»e taught her artful needle to difplay 
he various j>ride of fpring: then fwift upfprung 
hickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe : 
here might you fee, on gentle toils intent, 
train of bufy loves ; fome pluck the flower, 
•me twine the garland, fome with grave grimace 
round a vacant warrior call the wreath, 
'was paint, 'twas life ! and fure to piercing eyes 
lie warrior's face depi&ur'd Henry's mien. 
Now had the generous chief with joy perus'd 
ae royal fcroll, which to their native home 
tieir ancient rights, uninjured, unredeem'd, 
jftor'd the captives. Forth with rapid hade • 

glad his fair Elvira's ear, lie fprung ; 

1 "d by the blifs lie panted to convey j 

it nVd in vain ! Ah ! what was his amaze, 
is fond dittrefs, when o r er her pallid face 
ejection reigiTd, and from her lifelefs hand 
own dropt the myrtle's fair unfinifli'd flower ! 
peechlcfs flic flood i at length with accents faint, 
Well may my native (hore, fhe faid, refound 
Thy monarch's praife j and ere Elvira prove 
Of thine forgetful, flowers mall ccafe to feel 
The fettering breeze, and nature c\o»^V«\««^r 
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And now the grateful edift wide alarm'd 
The Britim holt. Around the fmiling youths 
CallM to their native fcenes, with willing halite 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each bolbm to its native foil. 
The patriot paflion ftrong in every clime, 
How juftly theirs, who find no foreign fweets 
To diffipate their loves, or match their own. 

Not fo Elvira ! me, difaftrous maid, 
Was doubly captive ! power nor chance could loofc 
The fubtle bands ; (he lov'd her generous foe. 
'She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry fmil'd, 
Could term her native more ; her native more 
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a defert wafte and wild. 

The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The fwelling fails, the glittering tranfports wavM 
Their pennants gay, and halcyon's azure wing 
With flight aufpicious (kimm'd the placid main. 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay, 
And chid th* officious wind, the tempting fea, 
And wiih'd a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore * 
Her labouring bofom. Fondly now ihe drove 
To banifh paflion ; now the vaflal days, 
The captive moments, that fo fmoothly paft, 
By many an art recall'd ; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers calPd the favourite founds 
Which Henry deign'd to praife j and now eflay'd 
With mimic c\\am* o£ fi\V^ &\*& h* w* 
To pairtt her captive tete\ '£ ««1 ^ 
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flight to her love the pleafing fcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaft the foul. 

But now the chief returned ; prepared to launch 
On ocean's willing breaft, and bid adieu 
To his fair prifoner. She, foon as fhe heard 
His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
The raging flame ; but, with a fpreading blufh 
And rifing %h, the latent pang difclos'd. 

" Yesy generous youth ! I fee thy bofom glow 
With virtuous tranfport, that the talk is thine 
To folve my chains ; and to my weeping friends, 
And every longing relative, reftore 
A foft-ey*d maid, a mild offencelefs prey ! 
But know, my foldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the lavifh joys of wild expence 
By him he loatlf d, and in a dungeon bound 
To languifh out his bloom, could catch the pains 
This ill-ftarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 

What call I freedom ? is it that thefe limbs, 
From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far 
From him I love ? Alas ! ere I may boaft 
That facred blefllng, fome fuperior power 
To mortal kings, to lublunary thrones, 
Jvluft loofe my paflion, muft unchain my foul. 
Ev'n that I loath ; all liberty I loath ! 
But moll the joylefs privilege to gaze 
With cold indifference, where defcrt is love* 

True, I was born an alien to thofe eyes 
I aflc alone to pleafe ; my fortune's c\vk&\ 
And ah! this flatter' d form by dtfcfc swteas^ 
T * 
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To Spanilh eyes, by drels nay thine offend,. 
Whilft I, ill-fated maid! ordtin'd to ftrive 
With cuitom's load, beneath its wtight expire* 

Yet Henry's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquish me ; his form, howe'er difguis'df- 
To mc were fatal ! no fantaftic robe 
That e'er caprice invented, cuftom wore, 
Or folly fmil'd on, could eclipfe thy charm?. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd* 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's warmeft plea 
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires | 
My tendered glances, but the fpecious flowers 
That made the viper while ihe plots her wounds 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breaft, 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enfnare ? 
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter finile 
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heaven fcarch my foul, and if through all its cells* 
Lurk the pernicious drop of poifonous guile $ 
Full on my fencciefs head its phial' d wrath 
May fate exhauft j and for my happieft hoar 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee f 

Ah me ! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I gaz'd, and reafoo foon difpeliM 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favoured ifle 
Aflign'd its total merit, unreftrain'd. 
Oh ! lovely region to the candid eye ! 
'Twas there my fancy few iVvt Virtue* dwell, * 
The Loves, the. Grace* $x$ S ^^^^ fc&. 
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^hat nurtur'd thee ! for fore the Virtnes forrti'd 

Fhy gene#cft*s breaft ; the Loves, the Graces, pfaxm'd 

^hy fhapely limbs. Relation* birth, eflay'd 

Their partial power in vairt i again I gaz'd, 

Ind Albion's ifle af>pear*d, amidfl a tra& 

>f lavage waftes, the darling of the fkies ! 

^.nd thou by nature form'd, by fate affigrfd, 

To paint the genius of thy native ftiore. 

*Tis true, with flowefs, with many a dazzfihg fcene 
)f burniflf d piafits, to lure a female eye, 
beria glows : but ah f the genial fun, 
Hiat gilds the lemon's fruif, or fcents the flower, 
)n Spanifh minds, a nation's nobler boafl: ! 
Seams fortfi ungentle influences. There 
Jits jealoufy enthroned, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his flow confuming fires. 
>Jot fuch thy charming region 5 long before 
Vly fwect experience taught me to decide 
3f Englifli worth, the found had pleased mine ear* 
[s there that favage coaft, that rude fojourn, 
Stranger to Briti/h worth ? the worth which forms 
The kindeft friends j the moft tremendous foes t 
Firft, beft fupports of liberty and love ! 
No, let fubje&ed India, while /he throws 
O'er Spanifh deeds the veil, your praife refound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ftory read 
Of Englifh fame", my biafs'd partial breaft 
WifiVd them fuccefs, and, Happieft (he, I cry*d, 
Of woman happieft fhe, who (hare* the \w^ 
The fame, the virtues, of an'£n^£\&i\w L &\ 
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And now what fhall I (ay r bleft be the hour 
Your fair-built veflels touch'd th* Iberian ihore ; 
Bleft did I fay the time ? if I may blefs 
That lov'd event, let Henry's fmiles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueft ? will he (light 
The foft endearments of the lovelier fpoil ? 
And yet Iberia's fons, with every vow 
Of lading faith, have fworn thefe humble charms 
Were not excell'd ; the fource of all their pains, 
And love her juft defert, who fues for love j 
But fues to thee, while natives figh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
Diflent from his) it fpreads an hateful (lain 
On honeft fame, amid his train to bear 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himfelf, with all the pointed pains 
That ftore his quiver, mall feduce my foul 
From honour's laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A conforms name, more fwift than lightning flies, 
When elements difcordant vex the (ky, 
Shall blufliing from the form (he loves retire. 

Vet if the (pecious wifli, the vulgar voice 
Has titled prudence, fways a foul like thine, 
In gems or gold what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipfes me ? Nor paint the dreary dorms 
Or hair-breadth fcapes that haunt the boundlefs deej 
•And force from tender eyes the (ilent tear* 
When memory to the ^euftve maid fuggefts, 
in /till contraft, &fc fcfc &otorKvc fcwafc 
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>r thefc refign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
f conquering heroes brave, the female mind, 
r hen fteel'd by love, in love's moll horrid way 
.holds not danger, or beholding fcorns. 
saven take my life, but let it crown my love." 

She ceas'd, and ere his words her fate decreed, 
lpatient, watchM the language of his eye : 
here pity dwelt, and from its tender fphere 
:nt looks of love, and faithlefs hopes inlpir'd. 

'« Forgive me, generous maid, the youth returned, 
, by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore 
o let fuch fweetnefs plead, alas ! in va;n ! 
by virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
f folid blifs, or hapoieft love beftow. 
ut ere from native mores I ploughed the main, 
V) one dear inaid, by virtue and by charms 
tlone endeared, my plighted vows I gave 5 
"o guard my faith, whatever chance mould wait 
ly warring fword : if conqueft, fame, and fpofl, 
Jrac'd my return, before her feet to pour 
"he glittering tre;ifure, and the laurel wreath j 
injoying conqueft then, and fame, and (poil, 
f fortune frown'd adverfe, and death forbade 
The bliisful union, with my lateft breath 
To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 
This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul 
Jo dangers tore ; this vow my bofom fir'd 
To conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy, 
ier mn.il I leave, with fair events elate, 
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Who crownM mine humbled fortune with her lore ? 
Her (hall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return? 
And (hall that veflel, whofe approaching iaib 
Shall fwell her breaft with extafies, convey 
Death to her hopes, and angntfh to her foul ? 
No ! may the deep my villain-code devour) 
If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal, 
If all the charms Iberian maids difclofe, 
If thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all ! 
Thus far prevril— nor can thy virtuous breaft 
Demand, what honour, faith, and love denies.*' 

" Oh ! happy fhc> rejoin'd the penfive maid, 
Who (hares thy fame> thy virtue, and thy love ! 
And be (he happy ! thy diftinguim'd choice 
Declares her worth, and Vindicates her claim. 
Farewel my lucklefs hopes, my flattering dreamt 
Of rapturous days \ my guilty fuit, farewel ! 
Yet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame* let not the random (haft 
Of cenfure pierce with me th* Iberian dames : 
They love with caution, and with happier ftars« 
And oh ! by pity mov'd, reftrain the taunts 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame j. 
By merit rais'd 5 by gratitude approv'd j 
By hope confirm'dj with artlefs truth reveal'd} 
Let, let me fay, but for one matchlefs maid 
Of happier birth, with mutual ardor crown'd. 

Thefe radiant gems, which bumifh happinefs, 
But mock misfortune, to tV} ^owvxtf %\»sw\ 
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ith care convey. And well may fuch adorn" 
t chearful front, who finds in thee alone 
le fource of every tranfport \ but difgrace 
y penfive breaft, which doonVd to lading woe, 
thee the fource of every blifs refigns. 
A.nd now farcwel, thou darling youth ! the genr 
Englifh merit! peace, content, and joy, 
id tender hopes, and young defires, farewelj 
tend, ye fmiling train, this gallant mirtd 
ck to his native mores y there fweetly fmooth 
j evening pillow 5 dance around his groves 5 
id, where he treads,- with violets paint his way*- 
t leave Elvira ! leave her, now no more 
ur frail companion ! in the facred cells 
fome lone cloifter let me fhroud my fliame : 
lere, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour 
f conftant orifons. The wanton Loves, 
id gay Defires, mail fpy the glimmering towers', < 
id wing their flight aloof: but reft confirmM^- 
at never fhall Elvira's tongue- conclude 
r fliorteft prayer, ere Henry's dear fuccefs 
tc warmeft accent of her zeal employ.** 
Thus fpoke the weeping fair> whofe artlefs mincf 
partial fcorn'd to model her efteem 
native cuftomsj d-refs, and face, and air, 
d manners, lefs j nor yet refolvM in vain. 
, bound by prior love, the folemn vow" 
fen and receiVd, to foft companion gave 
tender tear ; then with that kind adieu 

Efctva 
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Eftccm could warrant, weary'd heaven with prayers 
To (hield that tender breaft he left forlorn. 

He ceas'd, and to the cloifter's penfive fcenc 
Elvira ihap'd her folitary way. 

The SCHOOL- MISTRESS. 

In Imitation of Spenser. 

" Audita; voces, vagitus & ingens, 
" Infantumque animae flentes in limmeprimo." Vitc 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What particulars in Spenfer were imagined moft 

proper for the Author's imitation on this ecca- 

fon 9 are his language, his fimplicity, his manner 

of defer iptioity and a peculiar tendertiejs of /w/i- 

ment remarkable throughout his works. 

A Hme! full forely Is my heart forlorn, 
^•* To think how raodeft worth negle&ed lies ; 
While partial fame doth with her blafts adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguifcj 
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize: 
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs ! let me try 
To found the praife of merit, ere it dies \ 
Such as I oft have chauueed to cfpy, 
JL,oft in thi dreary ftv*tes o* A\s\\ c>VLt>st\\^ 






V. 
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In every village mark'd with little fpirc, 
Em bower* d in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ftied, and mean attire, 
A matron old, whom we fchool-miftrefs name; 
Who boafts unruly brats with birch to tame j 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power of this relentlefs dame j 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 
or unkempt hair, or talk unconn'd, are forely fhent. 

And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ftowe j 
Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee, 
Though now fo wide its waving branches flow j 
And work the fimple vaffals mickle woe ; 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 
But their limbs ftiudder'd, and their pulfe beat low $ 
And as they lookM they found their horror grew, 
aid fhapM it iitto rods, and tingled at the view. 

So have I feen (who has not, may conceive,) 
A lifelefs phantom near a garden placed j 
So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of fport, of fong, of pleafure, of repaft $ 
They ftart, they ftare, they wheel, they look aghaftj 
Sad fervitudc ! fuch comfortlefs annoy 
May no bold Briton's riper age e'er tafte t 
Ne fupcrfHtion clog his dance of joy, 
io vifion empty, vain, his native blifs- deftroy. 
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Near to this dome is found a patch Co green. 
On which the tribe their gamboles do difplay \ 
And at the door imprisoning board is fcen, 
Left weakly wights of Ifrialler fize ihould ftray ; 
Eager, pcrdie, to baik in funny day ! 
The noiies intermixed, which thence refound, 
Do learning's little tenement betray : 
Where fits the dame, difguis'd in look profound, 

And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel arount 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven mow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield : 
Her apron dy*4 in grain, as blue* J trowe, 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field : 
And in her hand, for fcepter, the does wield 
Tway birchen fprays ; with anxious fear entwiiTd, 
With dark diftruft, andikd repentance iUTd j 
Ami ftedfaft hate, and Jbarp affliction join'd, 
And fury uncontrouTd, and chaftiiexnent unkind. 

Few but have ken'd, in femblance meeipourtray'4, 
The childifli faces of old JSoPs train; 
Libs, Notus, Aufter; thefc in frowns array 'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or iky, or main, 
Were the ftern god to give his Haves the rein? 
And were not (he rebellious breafts to quell, 
And were not me her ftatutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where cpmely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 



THE SCHOO L-M ISTRESS. %ty 

\ ruffet ftole was o'er her fhoulders thrown j 
A. reflet kirtle fencM the nipping air 5 
Twas firaple rufTet, but it was her own j 
Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair ! 
Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare j 
\nd, (both to fcy, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Through pious awe, did term it paffing rare j 
?ov they in gaping wonderment abound, 
id think, no doubt, the been the greateft wight on 
ground. 

•\lbeit ne flattery did corrupt her truth, 

tf e pompous title did debauch her ear 5 

Soody, good- woman, goffip, n"aunt, forfooth, 

3r dame, the fole additions fhe did hear; 

ifet thefe fhe challeng'd, thefe (he held right deart 

Me would eftecm him aft as mought behove, 

Who fliould not honour'd eld with thefe revere s 

Pot never title yet fo mean could prove, 

t there was eke a mind which did that title love, 

Dne ancient hen fhe took delight to feed. 
The plodding pattern of the bufy dame j 
Which, ever and anon, impelled by need, 
[nto her fchool, begirt with chicken** came j 
Such favour did her paft deportment claim : 
And, if neglect had lavifh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, fhe would collect the fame ; 
for well fhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 
hat fin it were to waftc the fiaaildt roofo &&fen»&. % 
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Herbs too ihe knew, and well of each could fpeak 
That in her garden fipM the filvery dew; 
Where no vain flower difclosM a gawdy ftreak; 
Uut herbs for ufe, and phyiic, not a few, 
Of grey renown, within th«fe borders grew : 
The tufted bafil, pun-provoking thyme, 
Frefh baum> and raary-gold of chearful hue; 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb ; 
And more I fain would fing, difdaining here to rhynw. 

Yet euphrafy may not be left unfung, 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around ; 
And pungent radifh, bitiug infants tongue; 
And plantain ribb\i, that heals the reaper's wound > 
And marjoram fweet, in fhepherd's pofie found; 
And lavender, whofe fpikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidft die labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with miekle rare perfuffl 

And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintieft garden of theproudeft peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found 
A facred ftielter for its branches here ; 
Where edg'd with gold its glittering ikirts appear. 
Oh waffel days ! O cuftoms meet and well 1 
Ere this was banifhM from its lofty fphere : 
Simplicity then fought this humble cell, 
Nor ever would Ihe more with thane and lordling dwe 
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Here dft the dame, on fabbath's decent eve, 
Hymned fuch pfalms as Sternhold forth did mete, 
If winter 'twere, (he to her hearth did cleave, 
But in her garden found a fummer-(eat : 
Sweet melody I to hear her then repeat 
How Ifrael'6 fons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did a fong intreat, 
All, for the nonce, untuning every ftring, 
>hung their ufelefs lyres— fmall heart had they to fing. 

For me was juft, and friend to virtuous lore, 
And pafs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And, in thofe elfins* ears, would oft deplore 
The times, Vhen truth by popifli rage did bleed ; 
And tortious death was true devotion's meed j 
And fimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 
That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny faints in (mouldering flames did bum : 
\[ deareftlord,forefend,thilk days fhould e'er return. 

In elbow-chair, like that of Scottim ftem 
By the ftiarp tooth of cankering eld defacM, 
[n which, when he receives his diadem, 
Our fovereign prince and liefeft liege is piacM, 
The matron fate ; and fome with rank (lie graced, 
(The fource of childrens'and of courtiers pride !) 
Redrefs'd affronts, for vile affronts there pafs'd j 
And warnM them not the fretful to deride, 
it love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

U ¥^\ 
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Right well fhe knew each temper to defcry; 
To thwart the proud, and the fubmifs to rails ; 
Some with vile copper-prize exalt on high, 
And fome entice with pittance fmall of praife; 
And other fome with baleful fprig (he "frays; 
Ev'n abfent, fhe the reins of power doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd the fays 
ForewamM, if little bird their pranks behold, 
Twill whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfold. 

Lo now with ftate fhe utters the command ! 
Eftfoons the urchins to their talks repair; 
Their books of ftature fmall they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn iecured arey 
To fave from finger wet the letters fair : 
The work fo gay, that on their back is feen, 
St. George's high achievements does declare; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleaiing fight, Iwk 

Ah liicklefs he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil ftar ! it irks me whilft I write ! 
As erft the * bard by Mulla's filver ftrcam, 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight,. 
Sigh'd as he fung, and did in tears indite. 
For brandiftiing the rod, fhe doth begin 
To loofe the brogues, the ftripling's late delight! 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty (kin, 
Fair as the furry-coat of whiteft ermilin. 

Orut 
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O ruthful fcene ! when from a nook obfcure, 
His little fifter doth his peril fee : 
All playful as (he fate, (he grows demure; 
$he finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee j. 
She meditates a prayer to fet him free : 
Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her fad grief that fwells in either eye, 
\)\d wrings her fo that all for pity (lie could dye. 

No longer can (he now her fkricks command ; 
And hardly (he forbears, through awful fear, 
To rufhen forth, and, with prefumptuous hand, 
.To Itay harm juftice in its mid career. 

On thee (he calls, on thee her parent dear ! 

(Ah-! too remote to ward the (hameful blow !) 

She fees no kind domeftic vifage near, 

And foon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 
And gives a loofc at lad to unavailing woe. 

But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his difguifed face ? 
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous (hower that does his cheek difhin ? 
When he, in abjeft wife, implores the dame, 
Ne hopetfr aught of fvveet reprieve to gain j 
Or when from high (he levels well her aim, 
And, through the thatch, his cries each falling ftrokc 
proclaim. 
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The other tribe, aghaft, with fore difmay, 
Attend, and conn their talks with mickle care: 
By turns, aftony'd, every twig furvey, 
And, from their fellows' hateful wounds, beware j 
Knowing, I wilt, hew each the fame may (hare} 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheft the dame repair; 
Whence oft with fugar'd cates (he doth them grtd 
And ginger-bread y-rare; now certes, doubly fweet 

See to their feats they hye with merry glee, 
And in befeemly order fitten there ; 
All but the wight of bum y-galled, he, 
Abhorreth bench and ftool, and fourm, and chair 
(This hand in mouth y-fix'd, that rends his hair 
And eke with fnubs profound, and heaving breal 
Convulfions intennitting \ does declare 
His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuft behefl; 
And fcorns her offer'd love, and fhuns to be carefs 

His face befprent with liquid cryftal mines, 
His blooming face that feems a purple flower, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All fmear'd and fully'd by a vernal mower. 
O the hard bofoms of defpotic power ! 
All, all, but (he, the author of his (hame, 
All, all, but (he, regret this mournful hour : 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flower, (hallcl 
If fo I deem aright, tranfeending worth and fame. 
2 . - Beh 
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shind fome door, in melancholy thought, 
[indlefsof food, he, dreary caitiff! pines j 
e for his fellows joyaunce careth aught, 
ut to the wind all merriment refigns j 
nd deems it frame, if he to peace inclines j 
nd many a Allien look afcance is fent, 
fhich for his dame's annoyance he defigns ; 
nd ftill the more to pleafure him me 's bent, . 
more doth he, perverfe, her haviour pad reient. 

.h me ! how much I fear left pride it be ! 
ut if that pride it be, which thus infpires, 
eware, ye dames, with nice difcernment fee, 
e quench not too the fparks of nobler fires : 
Ji ! better far than all the Mufes* lyres, 
Jl coward arts, is valour's generous heat; 
'he firm fixt breaft which fit and right requires, 
ike Vernon's patriot foul ; more juftly great 
in craft that pimps for ill, or flowery falfe deceit. 

r et, nurs'd with fkill, what daz2ling fruits appear ! 

,v'n now fagacious forefight points to fhow 

I little bench of heedlefs bifhops here, 

Lnd there a chancellour in embryo, 

)r bard fublime, if bard may e'er be fo, 

is Milton, Shakefpeare, names that ne'er mail dye ! 

Though now he crawl along the ground fo low, 

^or weeting how the Mufe fhould foar on high, 

fheth, poor ftarveling elf J his paper kite may fly, 

U 3 Aj\d 
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And this perhaps, who, eenfuring the deiign, 
Low lays the houfe which tftafc of cards doth built 
Shall Dennis be ! if rigid fate incline* 
And many an epic to his rage flmll yields 
And many a poet quit th' Aonian field; 
And, four'd by age, profound he mall appear, 
As he who now with Gainful fury thritlM 
Surveys mine work j and levels many a ftfeer, 
And ftirls his wrinkly front, and cries, w Whatfb 
"here?" 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle floe, 
And liberty unbars her prifon-doof $ 
And like a rummg torrent out they fly, 
And now the grafty cirque han cover'd o'er 
With boifterous revel-rout and wild uproar; 
Athoufand ways in wanton rings they run, 
Heaven mield their fliort-liv'd paftitnes, I rmpfo 
For well may freedom erft ft> dearly wdn, 
Appear to Britifh elf more gladfome than the fun. 

Enjoy, pew im-ps ! enjoy yoxir Sportive trade, 
And chafe gay flies, and cull the -faireft flowers 
For when my bones in grafs-green fods arc laid 
For never niay ye tafte more t-areleft hours 
In knightly caftles 0r in ladies bowers. 
O vain to feek delight in earthly thing ! 
But moft in courts where proud ambition tower? 
Deluded VijrJrtA ***ko weeus fair peace can fjjrih 
Beneath tVie *ooyb^q^ torn* «*t\&&Kt *\ <&\js^ 
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Sec in each fprite fome various bent appear ! 

Thefe rudely carol moft incondite lay ; 

Thofe fauntering on the green, with jocund leer 

Salute the ftranger pafling on his ways 

Some builden fragile tenements of clay j 

Some to the ftanding lake their courfes bend, 

With pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play j 

ThiUc to the huxter's favory cottage tend, 

i paftry kings and queens th 1 allotted mite to fpend. 

Here, as each feafon yields a different ftore, 
Each feafon' s ftores in order ranged been ; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling full fore th' unmone'y'd wight, are feenj 
And goofe-b'rie clad in livery red or green ; 
And here of lovely dye, the Catharine pear, 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 
O may no wight e'er pennylefs come there, 
,eft fmit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care ! 

See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty'd, 
Scattering like blooming maid their glances round, 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes afide j 
And mil ft be bought, though penury betide. 
The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, 
And here each feafon do thofe cakes abide, 
Whofe honoured names * th' inventive city own, 
cndcring through Britain's ifle Salopia's praifes known. 
U 4. N&oaiC*. 

* Shrewlbuvy cakes. 
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Admir'd Salopia ! that with venial 
Eyes her bright form in Severn's ar 
FanVd for her loyal cares in perils t 
Her daughters lovely, and her ftripl 
Ah ! midft the reft, may flowers ad< 
Whofc art did firft thefe dulcet cates 
A motive fair to learning's imps he 
Who chearlefs o'er her darkling reg 
Till reaforf s morn arife, and light the 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 

I* On a Tablet againft a Root-Houfe. 

TT ERE, in cool grot and moffy cell, 
•*- * We rural fays and faeries dwell 5 
Though rarely feen by mortal eye, 
When the pale moon, afcending high, 
Darts through yon limes her quivering beams,. 
We friflt it near thefe cryftal ftreams. 

Her beams, reflected from the wave, 
Afford the light our revels crave ; 
The turf, with daifics broiderM o'er 
Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor j 
Nor yet for artful ftrains we call, 
£ut liften to the water's fall. 

Would you then tafte our tranquil fcene, 
Be fure your bofoms be ferene j 
Devoid of hate, devoid of ftrife, 
Devoid of all that poifons life : 
And much it 'vails you in their place, 
To graft the love of human race. 

And tread with awe thefe favoured bowers, 
Nor wound the fhrubs, nor bruife the flowers j 
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So may your path with fweets abound j 
So may your couch with reft be crpwn'd! 
But harm betide the wayward fwain, 
Who dares our hallo w'd haunts profane! 

II. On an Urn. 

INGENIO ET AMICITIAE 
GULIELMI SOMER.VILE. 

And on the oppoite fide, 

c. 8. P-CTS^IT, 

Debita fpargens lacryma favillam 
Yatis anaici. 

Ill, To Mr. Dodsley. 

pOME then, my friend, thy fylvan tafte 
^ Come hear thy Faunus tune bis ruftic la 
Ah, ratlier come, and in thefe dells difown 
'The care of other (trains, and tune thine ow 
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IV. On the Back of a Gotbic Scat 

HEPHERD, would'ft thou here obta 
Pleafure unalloy'd with pain ? 
Joy that fuits the rural fphere ? 
Gentle Shepherd, lend an ear. 

Learn to relifh calm delight, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright 5 
Trees that nod oia. {Io^yb^VuIU* 
Caves that ecYiotit^Vxt^fto*. 
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If thou <:anft no charm difcloffe 
In the dmpleft bud that blows $ 
Go, forfak'e thy plain and fold, 
Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 
Tranquil pleafures never ctoy 5 
Bantft each tumultuous joy : 
All but love— for love infpires 
bonder wiflies, warmer fires. 
Love and all its joys be thine -• 
Yet, ere thou the reins refign, 
Hear what Reafon feems to fay, 
Hear attentive, and obey. 

" Crimfon leaves the rofe adorn, 
" But beneath them lurks a thorn $ 
" Fair and flowery is the brake, 
" Yet it hides the vengeful fnake. 

" Think rfot /he, whofe empty pride 
" Dares the Beecy garb deride, 
" Think not me* who, light and vain, 
" Scorns the iheep, can love the fwain. 

«« Artlefs deed and fimple drefs 

" Mark the chofen ihepherdefs 5 

" Thoughts by decency eomtfoPo', 

•« Well conceived, and freely -told. 

i( Senfe, that flums each <confcious air, 

" Wit, that fails ere well aware 5 } 

" Generous pity, prone to figii 

" If her kid or lambkin die. 
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•• i ne Dioiiom buds, the fountain £ 
" Lo ! to crown thy healthful boan 
" All that milk and fruits afford. 

•' Seek no more— the reft is vain 5 
" Pleafure ending foon in pain : 
" Angui/h lightly gilded o'er : 
* c Clofe thy wifli, and feek no more, 

V. On the Back of a Gothic . 

/~V You that bathe in courtly blyfTe ; 
^^ Or toyle in fortune's giddy fphe 
Do not too raflily deem amyfle 
Of him that bydes contented here. 

Nor yet difdeigne the ruffet ftoale, 

Which o'er each carelefle lymbe he 
Nor yet deryde the beechen bowle, 

Tn whvrhft he nuaffc tK*» lvmnl/1 A>, 
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So may he pardonne fraud and ftrife, 
If fuch in courtlye haunt he fee : 
* For faults there beene in bufye life, 

From whyche thefe peaceful glennes are free. 

VI. On a Seat, under a Spreading Beech. 

TTOC erat in votis: modus agri non ita magnus, 
"*• ** Hortus ubi, et tefto vicinus jugis aquae fons, 
Et paulum fylvae fuper his foret. Au&ius atque 
Dii melius fecere. 

VII. On a Seat. 

IOSEPHO^PENCE, 

EXIMIO NOSTRO CRITONI5 

CVI DICARI VELLET 

MVSARVM OMNIVM ET GRATIARUM CHORVS, 

DICAT AMICITIA. 

MDCCLVIII. 

VIII. On the Affignation Seat. 

NERINE Galatea ! thymo mihi dulcior Hybla, 
Capdidior cygnis, hedera formofior alba ! 
Cum primum pafti repetent praefepia tauri, 
Si quae tui Corydonis habet te cura, venito. 
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IX. On an ornamented Urn, infcribed to Mifs 
Dolman, a beautiful and amiable relation of 
Mr. Shenstone's, who died of the fmall-pox, 
about twenty-one years of age. 

PERAMABILI SVAE CONSOBRINAE 
M. D. 

On the other fide : 

AH MARIA 

PVF.LLARVM ELEGANTISSIMA, 

AH FLORE VENVSTATIS ABREPTA, 

VALE! 

HEV OJTANTO MINV6 EST 

CVM RM.IQVIS VER^ARI, 

qVAM TV! 

MEMINISSE ! 

X. On a Seat. 

CELEBERRIMO POETAE 

. . IACOBO THOMSON 

JROPE FONTBS ILLI NON FASTIDITOS 

G. S. 

9EDEM HANC ORNAVIT. 

Quae tibi, quae tali reddam pro carmine dona ? 
Nam neque me tantum venientis fibirus auftri, 
Nee percuflTa juvant flu&u tam litora, nee quae 
. Saxafas inter decurrunt fluraina valles. 

, Ttt. 
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XI. On a Seat at the Bottom of a large Root, 
on the Side of a Slope, 

/~V Let me haunt this peaceful ftiadcj 
^-^ Nor let Ambition e'er invade 
The tenants of this leafy bower 
That fhun her paths, and flight her power! 
Hither the peaceful Halcyon flies 
From focial meads and open fkies j 
Pleased by this rill her courfe to fteer, 
• And hide her fapphire plumage here. 
The trout, bedropt with crimfon ftains, 
Forfakes the river's proud domains j 
Forfakes the fun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk within this humble ftrcam. 
And fure I hear the Naiad fay, 
Flow, flow, my dream, this devious way, 
Though lovely foft thy murmurs are, 
Thy waters lovely cool and fair. 

Flow, gentle (Iream, nor let the vain 
Thy fmall unfully'd ftores difdain : 
Nor let the penfive fage repine, 
Whofe latent courfe refemblcs thine. 

XI i. On a fmall Ofcelifk in Virgil'* Grove* 

P. VIRCILIO MAJLONI 
J,APIS ISTB CVM LVCO SACBR ESTO. 
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XIIL On t Stone, by a Chalybeat Spring. 

FONS FERRVGINEVS. 
DIVAE QUAE SECESSV ISTO FRVI CONCEDIT. 

XIV. On a Stone Seat, making part of a Cave. 

INTV8 AO^JAE DULCIS, VIVOO^UE SEDILIA SAXOj 
MYMPHARVM DOMVS. 

XV. On two Seats, to two of liis moft partkolir 
.Friends. The firft thus, 

AMICITIAE ET MERITIS 
RICHARDI GRAVES : 
IPSAE TE, TITYRE, PINTS, 
1PSI TE FONTES, IPSA HAEC ARBVSTA TOCABANT. 

The other, 

AMICITIAE ET MERITIS 
RICHARDI JAGO. 

XVI. On a Statue of Venus de Medicit. 

•— " Semi edu&a Venus. " 

" *~r* O Venus, -Venus here retir'd, 

•*• " My fober vows I pay : 
" Not her on Paphian plains admir'd, 
" The bold, the pert, the gay. 
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«« 'Not. her whofe amorous leer prevailed 

ft To bribe the Phiygian boyj * 

- €t% Not her who, clad in armour, fail'd 
fS To fave difaftrous Troy. 

" Frefh rifing from. the foa'my tide, 

" She every bofom warms j 
- 4€ While half -withdrawn me Teems to hide, ' 

€€ And half reveals, her charms. 

' " Learn hence, ye boaftful fons of tafte, 

" Who plan the rural made ; 
-* c Learn hence to fhun the vicious wafte 

" Of pomp, at large difplay'd. 

-" Let fweet concealment's magic art . ; 

*** Your mazy* bounds inveft ; 
^" And while the fight unveils a part, 
" Let fancy paint the reft. 

* " Let coy referve with coft -unke 

" To grac£ your wood or field-; 
- * € No ray obtrufive pall the fight, 
" In aught you paint, or build. 
" And far be driven the fumpruous glare 

** Of gold, from Britiih groves- j 
" And far the meretricious air 
" Of China's vain alcoves. 

" *Tis bafhful beauty ever twines 
" The moft coercive chain ; 
■**• 'Tis (he, that fovereign rule declines, 
« Who be/r deferves to reign." 
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XVII. Intended to be written at the Beginning ( 
a Confection of Flowers, which Mr. Shenston 
coloured for Mrs. Jago. 

ELEGANTISSIMAE PVELLAE 

DOROTHEAE FANCOVRT, 

O^VAB PERDILECTI SVI CONDISCIPVLI 

RICHARDI IAGO 

AMORES MERVIT, 

D. D^ 

GVLIELMVS SHENSTONEj 

DEBITAE NYMPHIS OPIFEX CORONAE. 

Xyill. Propofed to Mr. Graves by Mr. She 
stone, as a proper Infcription for himfelf. 

amicitiae g. s. 
qyi, 

NAIADAS PARITER AC MVSAS 

EXCOLENDO, 

SIMUL ET VILLAM EIVS ELEGANTISSIMAM 

NOMENQVE SVVM 

ILLVSTRAVIT. 

" (FORTVNATVS ET ILLE DEOS QVI NOVIT 

" AGRESTES) 
" PANAQVE, SYLVANVMQVE, SBNEB^, NYM 
" PHASQVE SORORES." VlRG. 
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Mr. SHENSTONE. 

Written on a Ferme Ornee, near Birmingham. 

By the late Lady Luxborough. 

5 'yv I S Nature here bids plealing fcenes arife, 
-"- And wifely gives them Cynthio to revife : 
To veil each blemifh ; brighten every grace j 
Yet tlill preserve the lovefy parent's face. 
How well the Bard obeys, each valley tells ; 
Thefe lucid ftreams, gay meads/ and lonely cells 5 
Where modeft Art in filence lurks conceaTd, 
While Nature mines Co gracefully reveal'd, 
That me triumphant claims the total plan, 
And, with frefh pride, adopts the work of man. 

To William SHENSTONE,Efq; attheLEASowES. 
By Mr. Grates, 
" Vellem in amicitia ilc erraremus !" Hor. 

Q E E ! the tall youth, by partial Fate's decree, 
V To affluence born, and from reftraint fet free. 
Eager he feeks the fcenes of gay refort, 
The insdl, the rout, the play-lioufe, *tA £\& wm\a 
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Soon for fomc varnifh'd nymph of dubi 
Or pow(j|fM peerefs, counterfeits a flar 
Behold ™i now, enraptur'd, fwear an 
Drefs, dance, drink, revel, all he kno< 
Till, by kind fate reftor'd to country a: 
He marks the rofes of fome rural fair : 
Smit with her unaffected native charms, 
A real paffion loon his bofom warms ; 
And, wak'd from idle dreams, he take 
And taftes the genuine happinefs of life 
Thus, in the vacant feafon of the ye 
Some Templar gay begins his wild can 
From feat to feat o'er pompous fcenes h 
Views all with equal wonder and furpri 
Till, fick of domes, arcades, and temj 
He hies fatigued, not fatisfied, to town 
Yet if fome kinder Genius point his wj 
To where the Mufes o'er thy Leafowes 
Charm* d with the fylvan beauties of th< 
Where Art afTumes the fweets of Natui 
Each hill, each dale, each confecrated ^ 
Each lake, and falling ftream, his rapri 
Like the fage captive in Calypfo's grott, 
The cares, the pleafures, of the world i 
Of calm content he hails the genuine fp 
And longs to dwell a blifsful hermit he 
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VERSES received by thepoft, from aLADY 
unknown, 1761. 

HE A h T H to the Bard in Leafowes' happy groves ; 
Health, and fweet converfe with the Mule he 
loves ! 
The humbleft votary of the tuneful Nine, 
With trembling hand, attempts her artlefs line, 
In numbers fuch as untaught nature brings ; 
As flow, fpontaneous, like thy native fprings. 

But ah ! what airy forms around me rife ? 
The ruflet mountain glows with richer, dies j 
In circling dance a pigmy crowd appear, 
And hark ! an infant voice falutes my ear : 
' Mortal, thy aim we know, thy taflc- approve 5 
' His merit honour, and his genius love : 

* For us what verdant carpets has he fpread, 

* Where nightly we our myftic mazes tread ! 
' For us, each fhady grove and rural feat, 

' His falling ftreams and flowing numbers fweet !' 
' Did ft thou not mark, amid the winding dell, 
' What tuneful verfe adorns the moffy cell ? 
' There every fairy of our fprightly train 

* Refort, to blefs the woodland and the plain. 

* There, as we move, unbidden beauties glow r 

' The green turf brightens, and the violets blow ; 
f And there with thoughts fublime we blcfs the fwain, 

* Nor we infpire, nor Yve aXtexv^ 'vkN'wxu 

•v s ^ 
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* Go, fimple rhymer ! bear this menage true j 
* The truths that fairies dictate none /hall rue. 
4 Say to the Bard in Leafowes 1 happy grove, 
« Whom Dryads honour, and whom Fairies love. 
" Content thyfelf no longer that thy lays, 
" By others fofter'd, lend to others praife ; 
" No longer to the favouring world refufe 
" The welcome treafures of thy polifli'd Mufej 
" The fcatter'd blooms, that boaft thy valued na 
" Collet, unite, and give the wreath to fame : 
" Ne'er can thy virtues, or thy verfe, engage 
" More folid praife than in this happieft age, 
" When fenfe and merit *s cherjfli'd by the thro: 
4 * And each illuftrious privilege their own. 
" Though modeft be thy gentle Mufe, I ween, 
'• Oh, lead her bluihing from the daifyM green, 
" A fit attendant on Britannia's Queen." 

Ye fportive elves, as faithful I relate 
Th' intruded mandates of your fairy ftate, 
Vifit thefe wilds again with nightly care ; 
So (hall my kine, of all the herd, repair 
In healthful plight to fill the copious pail ! 
My (heep lie pent with fafety in the dale : 
My poultry fear no robber in the rooft, 
My linen more than common whitenefs boaft ; 
Let order, peace, and houfewifry be mine ; 
Shenftone, be fancy, fame, and fortune thine. 

Cotswoui 
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On the difcovery of an Echo at Edcbaston. 

t A i what art thou, whofe voice unknown 
■*■ Pours on thefe plains its tender moan ? 
t thou the nymph in Shenftone's dale, 
ho doft with plaintive note bewail 
lat he forfakes th' Aonian maids, 

> court inconftant rills and fhadcs ? 
ourn not, fweet nymphs— alas, in vain 

> they invite, and thou complain— 
Vet, while he woo'd the gentle throng, 
ith liquid lay and melting fong, 

ae liftening herd around him ftray ? d, 
wanton frifk the lambkins play'd, 
nd every Nai'ad ceas'd to lave 
a: azure limbs amid the wave. 
ie Graces danc'd ; the rofy band , 

' Smiles and Loves went hand in hand j 
nd purple Pleasures ftrew'd the way 
"ith l'wceteft flowers : and every ray 
f each fond Mufe, with rapture nYd, 
o glowing thought his breaft infpirM. 
he hills rejoie'd, the valleys mng, 
U nature ihuTd, while Shenftone fung. 
So charm'd his lay 5 but now no more — 
h I why doft thou repeat—" no more Y % 
/'n now he hies to deck the grove, 
■) deck the feme the Mufes \onc •> 
X 4 
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And foon again will own their fway, 
And thou refound the peerlefs lay, 
And with immortal numbers fill 
Each rocky cave and vocal hill. 

VERSES by Mr. Dodsi.ey, on his irft arrival- 
at the LEAS OWES, 1754. 

" T T O \V (hall I fix my wandering eye ? Where find 
J. J. {< The fourcc of this enchantment? Dwells it in 
* l The woods ? or waves there not a magic wand 
" O'er the tranflucent waters ? Sure, unfeen, ! 

" Some favouring power directs the happy lines 
" That (ketch thefe beauties 5 fwells the rifing hills, 
" And fcoops the dales, to Nature's fined forms, 
" Vague, undetermin'd, infinite ; untaught 
" By line or compafs, yet iupremely fair/' 
So fpake Philenor, as with raptur'd gaze 
He travers'd Damon's farm. From diftant plains 
He fought his friend's abode : nor had the fame 
Of that new-form'd Arcadia reach'd his ear. 

And thus the lwain, as o'er each hill and dale, 
Through lawn or thicket he purfued his way : 
" What is it gilds the verdure of thefe meads 
" With hues more bright than fancy paints the flowers 
" Of Paradife ? What Naiad's guiding hand 
. " Leads, through the broider'd vale, the lucid rills, 
" That, murmuring as they flow, bear melody 
" Along their banks 5 and through the vocal (hades, 
" Improve the mulvc of tta.'wQu&V&sAcWx * 
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w What penfive Dryad raisM yon foleran grove,- 

M Where minds contemplative, at clofeof day 

" Retiring, Mufe o'er Nature's various works, 

* Her wonders venerate, or her fweets enjoy— 

f « What room for doubt ? Some rural deity, 

f « Prefiding, fcatters o'er th' unequal lawns, 

" In beauteous wildnefs, yon fair-fpreading trees ; 

" And mingling woods and waters, hills and dales, 

" And herds and bleating flocks, domeftic fowl, 

" And thofe that fwim the lake, fees rifing round 

" More pleafing landfkips than in Tempers vale 

" Peneus water'd. Yes, fome fylvan god 

" Spreads wide the varied profpecYj waves the woods*. 

" Lifts the proud hills, and clears the mining lakes j. 

" While, from the congregated waters pour r d, 

«« The burfting torrent tumbles down the deep 

44 In foaming fury ; fierce, irregular, 

" Wild, interrupted, crofs'd with rocks and roots 

** And interwoven trees j till, foon abforb'd, 

" An opening cavern all its rage entombs. 

" So vanifh human glories ! Such the pomp 

u Of fwelling warriors, of ambitious kings, 

« Who fret and ftrut their hour upon the ftage 

" Of bufy life, and then are heard no more ! 

" Yes, 'tis enchantment all— And fee, the fpells,« 
" The powerful incantations, magic verfe, 
" Infcrib'd on every tree, alcove, or urn.— 
" Spells \ —Incantations ! —ah, my tuneful friend ! 
" Thine are the numbers ! thine the wondrous work Um 
" Yes, great magician \ now I icaA x^rs, *v^> 
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" And lightly weigh all forcery but thine. 

" No Naiad's leading ftep conduces the rill} 

« Nor fylvan god pre C ding fkirts the lawn 

•• In beauteous wildnefs, with fair-fpreading trees j 

" Nor magic wand has circumfcrib'd the fcene. 

" *Tis thine own tafte, thy genius that prefides, 

" Nor needs there other deity, nor needs 

" More potent fpells than they." — No more the fwa 

For lo, his Damon, o'er the tufted lawn 

Advancing, leads him to the focial dome. 

To Mr.R.D. on thcDeathof Mr. Shenstohe 

" Thee, fhepherd, thee, the woods and defart caves 
" With wild thyme and the gadding vine o'ergrow: 
*' And all their echoes mourn." Mil 

3*T* I S paft ! my friend j the transient fcene i9clos' 

"*• The fairy pile, th' enchanted vifion rais'd 
By Damon's magic (kill, is loft in air ! 

What though the lawns and pendant woods rema 
Each tinkling ftream, each rufiiing cataraft, 
With lapfe inceffant echoes through the dale ? 
Yet what avails the lifelefs landlkip now ? 
The charm 's difiTolv'd ; the genius of the wood, 
Alas ! is flown — for Damon is no more. 

As when from fair Lyceum crown'd with pines, 
Or Maenalus with leaves autumnal ftrew'd, 
The tuneful Pan veuves •, ^ nq^Wv^ 
Kefound no move, i\\i *W Kvo^Cv* \fimm. 
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Yet here we fondly dreamt of lafting joys : 
[ere we had hop'd, from noify throngs retir'd, 
\> drink large draughts of friendship's cordial ftream 5 
1 iweet oblivion wrapt, by Damon's verfe, 
Lnd focial conyerfe, many a fummer's day. 

Romantic wifh ! In vain frail mortals trace 
!V imperfeft fketch of human blifs — whilft yet 
n h' enraptur'd fire his well-plann'd ftru6lure views, 
dajeftic rifing 'midft his infant groves : 
ees the dark laurel fpread its glofiy made, 
ts languid bloom the purple lilach blend, 
)r pale laburnum drop its pen file chain : 
)eath fpreads the fatal fhaft, and bids his heir 
>anfplant the cyprefs round his father's tomb. 

Oh ! teach me then, like you, my friend, to raife 
"o moral truths my groveling fong ; for, ah ! 
"00 long, by lawlefs fancy led aftray, 
>f nymphs and groves I've dreamt, and dancing fawns 
>r Naiad leaning o'er her tinkling urn. 
)h ! could I learn to fanctify my ft rains 
Vith hymns, like thofe by tuneful Meyrick fung~ 
)r rather catch the melancholy founds 
rom Warton's reed, or Mafon's lyre — to paint 
The fudden gloom that damps my foul— But fee ! 
lelpomene herfelf has fnatch'd the pipe, 
Vith which fad Lyttelton his Lucia mourn'd $ 
Lnd plaintive cries, My Shenftone is no more ! 

R. Graves. 
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VERSES written at the Gardens of Willi 
Shenstone, Efquire, near Birmingham, 175 

" Ille tcrrarura mihi praeter omnes 

" Angulus ridet." H 

\\T O U L D you thefe lov'd reccffes trace, 
* * And view fair Nature's modeft face ? 
See her in every field-flower bloom ? 
O'er every thicket fhed perfume ? 
By verdant groves, and vocal hills, 
By mofly grotts, near purling rills, 
Where'er you turn your wondering eyes,* 
Behold her win without difguife. 

What though no pageant trifles here, 
As in the glare of courts, appear ; 
Though rarely here be heard the name 
Of rank, or title, power, or fame j 
Yet, if ingenuous be your mind, 
A blifs more pure and unconfin'd 
Your ftep attends — Draw freely nigh, 
And meet the Bard's benignant eye : 
On him no pedant forms await, 
No proud referve fhuts up his gate j 
No fpleen, no party views control 
That warm benevolence of foul r 
Which prompts the friendly generous part, 
Regardlefs of e*0\ n«to\. , wx.\ 
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1 
Hegardlcfs of the world's acclaim 5 

And courteous with no felfifh aim. 

Draw freely nigh, and welcome find, 

If not the coftly, yet the kind. 

Oh, he will lead you to the cells 

Where every Mufe and Virtue dwells,, 

Where the green Dryads guard his woods* 

Where the blue Naiads guide his floods j 

Where all the Sifter-Graces gay, 

That fhap'd his walk's meandering way, 

Stark -naked, or but wreath'd with flowers, 

Lie (lumbering foft beneath his bowers. 

Wak'd by the Hock-dove's melting drain, 
Behold them rife ! and, with the train 
Of nymphs that haunt the ftream or grove, 
Or o'er the flowery champain rove, 
Join hand in hand — attentive gaze— 
And mark the dance's myftic maze. 

" Such is the waving line," they cry, 
14 For ever dear to Fancy's eye! » 

1 ' Yon ftream that wanders down the dale, 
r< The fpiral wood, the winding vale, 
€€ The path which, wrought with hidden fkill, 
tc Slow twining fcales yon diftanthill 
*« With fir inverted— all combine 
*' To recommend the waving, line.. 

" The wreathed rod of Bacchus fair, 
" The ringlets of Apollo's hair, 
" The wand by Maia's offspring borne, 
" Tiie fmooth volutes of j^mmoxCiVoxt^ 
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Tall oaks, that o'er the woodland (hade. 

Your lofty fummits rear 1 . 
Ah, why, in wonted charms array'4* 

Expand your leaves fo fair ! 
For lo, the flowers as gayly fmile, 

As wanton waves the tree j 
And though I fadly plain the while, 

Yet they regard not me. 

* Ah, mould the Fates an arrow fend, 
And ftrike the fatal wound, 
Who, who mail then your fweets defend^ 
Or fence your beauties round ? 

But hark, perhaps, the plumy throng 

Have learnt my plaintive tale, . 
And fome fad dirge, or mournful fong, 

Comes floating in the gale. 
Ah, no ! they chant a fprightly (train 

To foothe an amorous. mate; 
Unmindful of my anxious pain 

And his uncertain fate. 
But fee, thefe little murmuring rills 

With fond repinings rove ; 
And trickle wailing down the hills, 

Or weep along the grove. 

Oh, mock not if, befide your ftream, 

Ye hear me too repine ; 
Or aid with fighs your mournful theme, 
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Ye envious winds, the caufe difplay, 

In whifpers as ye Blow, 
Why did your treacherous gales convey 

The poifonM fliafts of woe ? 
Did he not plant the fhady bower, 

Where you fo blithely meet ? 
The fcented ftirub, and fragrant flower* 

To make your breezes fweet ? 

Aad mull he leave the wood, the field, 

The dear Arcadian reign ? 
Can neither verfe nor virtue fliield 

The guardian of the plain ? 
Mult he his tuneful breath refign, 

Whom all the Mufes love ? 
That round his brow their laurels twine, 

And all his fongs approve. 
Prefegve him, mild Omnipotence ! 

Our Father, King, and God, 
Who clear'ft the paths of life and ferife, 

Or ilop'il them at thy nod. 
Bleft power, who calm'ft the raging deep, 

His valued health reftore, 
Nor let the fons of Genius weep, 

Nor let the good deplore. 
But if thy boundlcfs Wifdom knows 

His longer date an ill, 
Let not my foul a wifh difclofe 

To contradict thy wilC 
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For happy, happy were the change, 

For fuch a God-like mind, 
To go where kindred fpirits range, 

Nor leave a wifh behind. 
And though, to {hare, his pleafures here, 

King's might their ftate forego : 
Yet muft he feel fuch raptures there, 

As none can tafte below. 

VERSES left on a Seat, the Hand u: 

f~\ EARTH ! to his remains indulgent b 
^^ Who fo much care and coft beftow'd or 
Who crown'd thy barren hills with ufeful fh 
And chear'd wih tinkling rills each filent gh 
Here taught the day to wear a thoughtful glo 
And there enlivened Nature's vernal bloom. 
Propitious earth ! lie lightly on his head, 
And ever on his tomb thy vernal glories fpre 

CORYDON, A PASTOR 

To the Memory of William Shensto 

pOME, fhepherds, we '11 follow the he 
^ And fee our lov'd Corydon laid : 
Though farrow may blcmifh the verfe, 

Yet let the f*d tribute be paid. . 
They called lnm the pride of the plain j 

Infooth, he was gentle and kind} 
He mark'd m \\\% tUgwit ftrain, 
The Graces that ^\oV & \xw\i\% irioA- 
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On purpofe he planted yon trees, 

That birds in the covert might dwell 5 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, 

But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins, that playM at his feet, 

Go bleat— and your matter bemoan : 
His mufic was artlefs and fweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure mall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the bloffoms appear ; 
The fweets of the foreft (hall fail, 

And Winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges (hall fing 

(Our hedges fo vocal before,) 
Since he that mould welcome the fpring, 

Can greet the gay feafon no more. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praife, 

And poets came round in a throng \ 
They liften'd, and envyVl his lays, 

But which of them equaled his fong ? 
Ye (hep herds, henceforward be mute, 

For loft is the paftoral drain j 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 

And thus— let me break it in twain* 

J. Cunningham. 
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indole optima, 
Moribiw gratjflimi*, 
Eruditione diftuei, 
Ac corde quam maxime beoig 

Praedite, 

Morte, eheu ! prematura obrej 

Ah! Gulielme, 

Vale! 

u Quanto minus eft, 

ts Cum aliis verfari, 

" Quam tui meminifle !" 

Extraa from Mr. Mason's " Englif 
Book I. 

—Nor, Shenftone, thou 
Shalt pafs without thy meed, thou fon of 
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